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‘As chief aide to the head of the German Gen- 


eral Staff, the 27-year-old Captain Boldt was 


privy to most of the key conferences that _ 
marked the final days of Adolf Hitler's dream 
of world domination. Buried deep within the 


bunkers of the Reich Chancellery, Boldt met 


Hitler’s intimates face to face: Joseph Goeb- 
_ bels (whose wife and five children were also 
holed up underground in the Chancellery), 


Heinrich Himmler, Hermann Goering, Alfred 
Jodl, Martin Bormann and Hitler himself. Dis- 
aster by disaster, he reports the final disin- 
tegration of the Reich, ending with Hitler’s 
pathetic wedding to Eva Braun, Goebbels’s 
poisoning of his five children, and the 
Fuhrer’s personal blessing on Boldt’s own 
plan to break out of Berlin. He succeeded in 


doing this despite fierce street fighting 


between German and Allied troops. | 
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The Fuhrer — Close Up 


Hitler stood alone in the middle of the huge 
room. He greeted almost everyone individually 
with a silent handshake. Occasionally he asked 
a question of someone, who answered with a 
brief “Yes, Fiihrer’ or “No, Fiihrer.” I stood 
near the door, nervously awaiting the approach- 
ing ordeal of my formal introduction. 


I walked across to Hitler, and the Fiihrer shuf- 
fled slowly toward me, bowed and feeble. He 
stretched out his right hand, and I felt a loose 
and flabby handshake, entirely devoid of 
strength or feeling. His head shook slightly, a 
thing which was to strike me even more for- 
cibly later. His face spoke of total weari- 
ness. Only in his eyes was there an indescribable 
flickering brightness which had an alarming, 
unnatural effect and the glance which he gave 
me was strangely penetrating. 


me es ee et aS 
Sin riage i ea SLOe : 
at ky 2 - am ame 
= & a 
3 Sighs » 
te Oe ra - cede ie i. ~ 
aoe ts ets a : ee ee —_ 
at : nek: Sag ree bth Ay a 
. ‘ 5 See ae : Age gk ta 
oid : abe meee J - agen oh Zee Be el? Sates 
‘he ist 
ed in 
Pe 
&: vis 
S “a 


DAYS 
Gerhard Boldt 


A BERKLEY MEDALLION BOOK 
PUBLISHED BY COWARD, McCANN & GEOGHEGAN, INC. 
DISTRIBUTED BY BERKLEY PUBLISHING CORPORATION 


Copyright © 1947, 1964, 1973 by Gerhard Boldt 
English translation copyright © 1973 by Arthur Barker Ltd. 


All rights reserved 


All rights reserved which includes the right 
to reproduce this book or portions thereof in 
any form whatsoever. For information address 
Coward, McCann & Geoghegan, Inc. 
200 Madison Avenue 
New York City, N.Y. 10016 


SBN 425-02404-0 
Library of Congress Catalog Card Number: 72-97575 
Berkley Publishing Corporation 
200 Madison Avenue 
New York, N.Y. 10016 
Coward, McCann & Geoghegan, Inc. 
200 Madison Avenue 
New York, N.Y. 10016 
BERKLEY MEDALLION BOOKS ® TM 757,375 
Printed in the United States of America 


COWARD, McCANN & GEOGHEGAN, INC./ 
BERKLEY MEDALLION EDITION, JUNE, 1973 


Contents 


I. Briefing in the Reich Chancellery 
Ij. The Early Years 
If. Enemy Armies East 
IV. The Generals and Hitler’s Men 
V. The Dispersal of German Headquarters 
VI. The Struggle for Berlin 
VI. The End of the Self-Destruction 
VIU. Breakout from Berlin and Homecoming 
Epi.ogue: A Last Echo 
Index 


102 
124 
148 
170 
179 
183 


CHAPTER I 


Briefing in the Reich Chancellery 


Berlin: early February, 1945. The Wilhelmplatz 
stood cold and deserted, a mere cluster of burned-out 
houses. Crumbling walls with gaping windows reared 
up amid acres of rubble as far as the eye could see. Of 
the old Reich Chancellery, a neo-Baroque palace which 
once proudly symbolized the Kaiser Wilhelm era, now 
only the ruined facade remained. The only building 
which stood apparently intact was the new Reich Chan- 
cellery, with its small rectangular balcony from which 
Adolf Hitler had received the tumultuous adulation of 
the German people. Huge and menacing, built in the 
bombastic style of National Socialist architecture, the 
broad facade of the Fiihrer’s Chancellery extended the 
whole length of the Vossstrasse, from the Wilhelmplatz 
to the Hermann-Goring-Strasse. Soldiers of Hitler’s 
guard stood on duty outside, tall, strong young men, 
such as had long since disappeared from the streets of 
German towns. 

Some weeks before, Hitler had retreated into the 
subterranean labyrinth of bunkers beneath and in the 
garden of the Chancellery, and now the heavy iron 
ramps which sealed off all entries to the bunkers during 
air raids were already half-closed in readiness. Every 
day Hitler held a Fiihrerlage, a military briefing in the 
Chancellery. All three armed services took part in these 
conferences, at which recent military developments 
were discussed and decisions reached affecting the con- 
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duct of the war by land, sea and air. After about two 
weeks as chief aide to the head of the German General 
Staff, on this particular day I was to accompany Gen- 
eral Heinz Guderian to the Reich Chancellery for a sit- 
uation conference with the Supreme Commander of the 
German Armed Forces, Adolf Hitler. I was to be 
Officially presented to the Fithrer and, in case I should 
ever need to substitute for his adjutant, Major Bernd 
von Freytag-Loringhoven, to be initiated into the duties 
of an adjutant to Guderian. 

The huge Mercedes of the Chief of the General Staff 
drew up in front of the gigantic square pillars of the 
new Chancellery on the right-hand side—the armed 
forces entrance. The other entrance, on the left, was 
kept strictly separate for party members—a significant 
distinction. General Guderian, Chief of the German 
General Staff since July 20, 1944, stepped out, followed 
first by Major von Freytag-Loringhoven and then my- 
self. The sentries presented arms, and we walked past 
them through the heavy oak doors into the Chancellery. 

In the course of the last three weeks of war, the Rus- 
sian armies had pushed forward to the Oder. Seventy 
kilometers from the gates of Berlin they had crossed the 
river and established bridgeheads on its western bank. 
The German High Command had no more reserves to 
throw into the battle against this dire threat to the capi- 
tal. Unless for some strange reason the Russian armies 
under Marshal Georgi Zhukov decided of their own ac- 
cord to give up their headlong advance, Berlin’s fate 
would very soon be sealed. 

In the high entrance hall we were presented with a 
bleak prospect, made even drearier by the sparse light 
shed by the few remaining lamps. All the pictures, car- 
pets and tapestries which had formerly hung there had 
long since been removed because of the increasingly 
frequent air raids on Berlin. Huge cracks ran across the 
ceiling and one of the walls; many of the window-panes 
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had been replaced with cardboard or wood, and on the 
side facing the old Reich Chancellery, a wooden parti- 
tion had been constructed to conceal the bomb damage. 
An orderly asked for my official pass; I had neither this 
nor an equivalent warrant, so my name had to be 
checked off in the long official list. Finally I was allowed 
through. The major took me a little way along to the 
Army Adjutancy (ADC’s room) and there introduced 
me to Army Adjutant (ADC) Lieutenant Colonel I. G. 
Borgmann, asking him at the same time whether the 
briefing was to be in Hitler’s operations room or in the 
bunker; as there was no danger of an air raid at the 
time, the briefing was arranged for Hitler’s large opera- 
tions room. 

We continued through countless corridors and ante- 
rooms. At the head of each corridor our passes were in- 
spected by further SS sentries. Our route was more 
roundabout than usual because of the heavy bomb 
damage the Chancellery had suffered, particularly in 
the great ceremonial courtyard, which was completely 
destroyed. By contrast, the wing housing Hitler’s opera- 
tions room was still largely intact; here the floor was 
still highly polished, the walls covered with paintings 
and the windows hung with sumptuous curtains. Imme- 
diately outside the anteroom in the conference area we 
were subjected to yet another, even more rigorous 
check by several SS officers and SS guards armed with 
machine guns. We surrendered our weapons, and our 
briefcases were taken away and examined; since the at- 
tempted coup of July 20, 1944, briefcases had been 
particularly suspect. We were not physically searched, 
but the SS officers ran well-trained eyes over our tight- 
fitting uniforms. Inevitably our passes were scrutinized 
yet again, and then at last, we were allowed to proceed 
to the anteroom. 

We were too early; it was only three forty-five, and 
the anteroom was still deserted except for three order- 


9 


lies standing next to tables of refreshments and three 
more armed SS officers standing on the other side of the 
room outside the door leading to the conference room 
itself. 

General Guderian took advantage of the delay to 
make a last-minute telephone call to the Army High 
Command in Zossen to get the latest news of the east- 
em front. Eventually Hitler’s personal adjutant, SS 
Sturmbannfiihrer Gitinsche, arrived and invited the 
major and myself to go into the operations room as 
soon as Hitler had finished his consultation with 
Bormann. A few minutes later Martin Bormann ap- 
peared at the door of the operations room. He looked 
about forty-five or fifty, average height, squat and 
stocky, bullnecked. His face was round, with prominent 
cheekbones and broad nostrils, and wore an expression 
close to brutality. His eyes and the set of his features 
suggested cunning; his thinning hair was combed 
smoothly back. I gazed in fascination at the man who 
was said to exert such tremendous influence on Hitler, 
to be the evil genius behind the Fuhrer’s commands. 
After a brief greeting we followed Giinsche past him 
into the operations room. 

The room was long and very high and contained very 
little furniture, though its floor was richly carpeted. Hit- 
ler’s desk stood out prominently at the opposite end of 
the room, surrounded by a few small, upholstered 
chairs. One wall was broken by four narrow, ceiling- 
high windows, hung with heavy gray curtains, and a 
glass door, through which we glimpsed the Chancellery 
garden. An elaborate marble map table stood halfway 
along the wall, its black upholstered chair placed so 
that Hitler could look out onto the garden. On the map 
table there was only a telephone, an electric bell, two 
unusually heavy paperweights, a desk set and a few col- 
ored pencils. The only other objects in the room were a 
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heavy, round table, massive leather armchairs and a 
couch, arranged along the left and right walls. 

The major and I began to lay out the large General 
Staff maps in the prearranged order on the map table— 
on top the maps of the Hungarian front, at the bottom 
those of the Courland front. Giinsche stood behind, 
watching us closely throughout. It took only a few min- 
utes, and by four -o’clock we were back in the ante- 
room, where most of the participants in the conference 
had now gathered. They were standing around or sitting 
in small groups, talking earnestly over their coffee or 
schnapps and sandwiches. General Guderian beckoned 
to me to join him and introduced me to his compan- 
ions; Field Marshal Wilhelm Keitel, Chief of the Forces 
High Command; General Alfred Jodl, Chief of the 
Forces Operational Staff; Admiral of the Fleet Karl Dé- 
nitz; and Reichsleiter Bormann. Looking around, I saw 
their adjutants standing in a group nearby, and, over in 
the comer SS Reichsfiihrer Heinrich Himmler talking 
to General Hermann Fegelein, general of the Waffen 
SS, SS Obergruppenfiihrer and Himmler’s permanent 
representative to Hitler. Fegelein’s arrogant manner re- 
sulted from the fact that his wife. Gretl Braun, was the 
sister of Eva Braun, whom Hitler was later to marry. 
He behaved as if he were already the Fithrer’s brother- 
in-law. Ernst Kaltenbrunner, the much-feared head of 
the Reich Security Central Office, stood a little apart, 
engrossed in a document. Heinz Lorenz, permanent 
representative to Hitler of the Reich Press, stood 
talking to SS Standartenfiihrer Wilhelm Zander, Bor- 
mann’s permanent adviser. Reichsmarschall Hermann 
Goring sat with his staff officers, Generals Karl Koller 
and Christian, at a round table in the middle of the 
room. Soon General Burgdorf, Hitler’s chief adjutant, 
walked across the anteroom and into the operations 
room, reappearing in the doorway shortly afterward. 
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“The Fiihrer would like you to come in,” he said; we all 
lined up behind Goring, in order of rank, and followed 
him in. 


Hitler stood alone in the middle of the huge room, 
facing the doorway. We approached him in the same 
order, and he greeted almost everyone individually with 
a silent handshake. Occasionally he asked a question of 
someone, which was answered with a brief “Yes, 
Fiihrer” or “No, Fiihrer.” I stood near the door, nerv- 
ously awaiting the approaching ordeal of my formal in- 
troduction to the Fithrer. General Guderian must have 
mentioned me to Hitler, for I saw him glance at me, 
and then Guderian signaled me to join them. I walked 
across to Hitler, and the Fiihrer shuffled slowly toward 
me, bowed and feeble. He stretched out his nght hand, 
and I felt a loose and flabby handshake, entirely devoid 
of strength or feeling. His head shook slightly, a thing 
which was to strike me even more forcibly later. His 
left arm hung limply by his side, and his left hand trem- 
bled perceptibly. His movements were those of a sick, 
almost senile old man. His face, especially around the 
eyes, spoke of total weariness and exhaustion. Only in 
his eyes was there an indescribable, flickering bright- 
ness which had an alarming, totally unnatural effect, 
and the glance he gave me was strangely penetrating. 

This was not the vigorous, energetic Hitler the Ger- 
mans knew, the Hitler that Paul Josef Goebbels, Reich 
Minister for Propaganda, still depicted. He tumed and 
shuffled slowly over to his table, accompanied by Bor- 
mann, and sat down facing the pile of maps we had laid 
there. The briefing was to begin with the so-called 
Westlage, the military situation in the southeast, south- 
west, west and north. These combat zones were under the 
supervision of the Chief of Forces High Command, but 
General Keitel did not appear to be interested. Indeed, 
he stood to one side and allowed General Jodl to take 
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the floor. Among the younger officers Keitel was nick- 
named Reich Garage Attendant, a label directed not so 
much at his character as at his strictly limited authority. 
There could not have been a more apt description of 
his true role, for the only independent operational or 
strategic powers he still held were over the Reich’s fuel 
supplies. In all other spheres of military command Kei- 
tel merely put his signature to Hitler’s orders, for ap- 
pearances’ sake. 

General Jodl began his report in a hushed, calm 
voice. The Fiibrer could not. bear loud voices in his 
presence, and Jodi angled the presentation of his report 
to suit Hitler’s wishes in every possible way: 

“Fiihrer, four tanks in Army Group E in the south- 
east were knocked out. In this area we were able to 
achieve our objectives. South of the Drau the disen- 
gagement of the units is making good progress. On both 
sides of the Sarajevo-Brod Strasse the One Hundred 
and Fourth Rifle Division made some advances. In the 
Croatia-Serbia border zone, on the Drina, the Twenty- 
second Infantry Division has made further headway. 
Strong guerrilla forces have infiltrated the Slovene area. 
The supreme commander in the southeast sets his own 
strength at twenty-five thousand men. Against this the 
Twenty-second Infantry Division will be relieved by the 
intervention of sections on the One Hundred and Four- 
teenth Rifle Division. The Chetniks are advancing in 
the direction of Tuzla, which ought to be an advantage 
to our units in the whole of this Serbian border area.” 

There was a short pause to allow the maps to be 
changed. Hitler continued to sit in unbroken silence, 
merely lifting his arm a litile so that the map of the 
southeastern combat area could be removed. Jodl then 
went on with his report, this time dealing with Army 
Group C in the Italian battle area to the southwest: 

“On the Italian front, Fibrer, the enemy is inten- 
sifying his reconnaissance; otherwise there are only 
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minor engagements to report. The withdrawal of the. 
Three Hundred and Fifty-sixth Infantry Division to 
Hungary is going ahead according to plan. The Six- 
teenth SS Panzergrenadier Division is assembling in 
order to be ready for the withdrawal.” 

At this point Jodl drew attention to the success of a 
smali company of engineers in the area north of Flor- 
ence. He applauded the prowess of these individual 
units, doing his utmost to please Hitler, who was obvi- 
ously not in the best of tempers that day, in an attempt 
to distract him from the grim overall picture. The truth 
of the matter was that both German armies had been 
driven back by fierce fighting to a line north of Flor- 
ence. However, Hitler interrupted his digression with 
an impatient movement of his hand, and Jodi continued 
his report on the armies, moving on to the western 
front. Hitler sat, as before, hunched over the table, star- 
ing fixedly through his glasses at the map. The upper 
half of his body was supported, as if powerless, on his 
forearms. 

“Fiibrer, in the west, on the lower Meuse, our 
bridgeheads have held out against fierce attacks by the 
First Canadian Army. The enemy bridgehead over the 
Oure, near Army Group B, has been boxed in. However, 
our reserves, the Twelfth Volksgrenadier Division, the 
Third Panzergrenadier Division and the Ninth SS Tank 
Division were tied down by fierce enemy attacks, which 
also encroached on the left flank of the Fifteenth 
Army.” 

The situation in the west had clearly been very much 
affected by the Ardennes defeat. Troops on both sides 
were regrouping and, after this reversal, signs of a pos- 
sible German victory were, with the best will in the 
world, not to be found. So once again Jodl singled out 
an individual achievement and began to sing the praises 
of a particular sergeant who had taken some prisoners 
in a shock-troop operation north of Hollerath. But 
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Hitler impatiently interrupted Jodl in the middle of the 
story and signaled him to go on with his report on the 
situation in the west. 

“Near Army Group C, in the area of the Nineteenth 
Army, the enemy thrust on Breisach continues. In the 
Colmar area some counterattacks have been successful. 
The withdrawal of the Twenty-fifth Panzergrenadier 
Division has been substantially completed. On the 
southern front of the army group there is only light 
combat activity. 

“The supply position in the fortresses on the Atlantic 
coast may be regarded as satisfactory. La Rochelle has 
applied the Gironde delta with personnel and supplies 
which has made possible an adequate reinforcement of 
the sea blockade of Bordeaux. 

“The regrouping in Norway, following on the con- 
tinued withdrawal of the Hundred and Ninety-ninth In- 
fantry Division, is going according to plan. The bad 
weather in the northern Baltic area is interrupting the 
evacuation of troops from Oslo. 

“From Denmark only minor sabotage operations are 
reported. The sixteen Marsch battalions which are due 
to be evacuated are assembling. The twenty thousand 
men from the Baltic area who are to be handed over by 
the commander in chief of the Navy will undergo train- 
ing as infantrymen in Denmark.” 

Jodl had finished. Keitel had not uttered a single 
word throughout; it was left to Gdring, who had now 
and then put in a word, to express his unauthoritative 
opinion on the conduct of the war on land, and in the 
discussion that followed Bormann also took some part. 

Hitler seemed satisfied with Jodl’s report. He raised 
himself up a little in his chair and turned to Keitel’s ad- 
jutant, Lieutenant Colonel von John. “John, see to it 
that these two old gentlemen get into the bunker in 
good time during air raids,” he said jokingly. Hitler’s 
admiration of these two colleagues was clearly based on 
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the fact that they never failed to adapt themselves to his 
moods and never openly contradicted him. Their be- 
havior sanctioned his position as Commander in Chief, 
and that was precisely what he demanded from his 
close associates. 

The next to speak was General Guderian, whose re- 
port covered the position in the east. He began with a 
survey of the overall position on the eastern front: 

“Army Group South in the area of Lake Balaton has 
repulsed enemy attacks on its southern front. The garri- 
son of Dunapentele, which was cut off, has been with- 
drawn. Here the intention is to shift the front farther 
back and to incorporate the Velencesee in the line of 
the front. Troop concentrations in the area south of 
Stublweissenburg and north of the bend in the Danube 
indicate a forthcoming attack by the Russians. The po- 
sition of the encircled garrison in Budapest grows 
hourly worse. Supplies, ammunition and rations could 
be flown in and dropped but do not come anywhere 
near meeting the need. There is fighting around the cas- 
tle. The Soviets have penetrated about one kilometer 
into the western front of the encircling ring. 

“Regarding Army Group Central, the Army Group 
Heinrici is involved in a disengagement from the 
‘Buffalo’ position, which is in imminent danger of being 
penetrated in several places by the enemy. On our side 
counterthrusts have been made. The enemy bridgehead 
at Ratibor has been strengthened. The Army group 
here is replacing the Twentieth Tank Division. Some 
successes have been achieved against the enemy bridge- 
heads on both sides of Oppeln. On the other hand, the 
Soviets have been able to extend their bridgehead at 
Ohlau. In the bridgehead at Steinau the situation has 
again been aggravated. There is fighting in Steinau it- 
self. Twenty-seven enemy tanks were knocked out near 
Kulm. General [Dietrich] von Saucken’s corps has 
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fought its way through to the Oder and is preparing to 
cross it. 

“In the area of Army Group Vistula, our units are 
disengaging east of Glogau. Strong attacks on all sides 
are reported from the enemy-encircled town of Posen. 
In the hospitals of Posen there are still more than two 
thousand wounded. The supply position is worse than 
critical. In the area northeast of Frankfurt on the Oder 
there is fighting near Bischofssee and Sonneberg. Near 
Kiistrin the Soviet spearhead has been repulsed. Near 
Zielenzig, northwest of Kiistrin, the Russians have suc- 
ceeded in building a bridgehead on the west bank of the 
Oder. The Tirschtiegel line has been penetrated in sev- 
eral places. Schwiebus and Schneidermiihl have been 
surrounded. There is fighting near Kienttz, Neudamm 
and Freienwalde. The Thorn garrison, which is making 
a sortie in a northeasterly direction, has gained some 
more ground. There is fighting around Schloss Marien- 
burg. Near Elbing contact toward the west has been re- 
established. In East Prussia Heilsberg and Friedland 
have been lost. Our own attack met with no success. 
There is fighting southwest of KGnigsberg. Here the 
Russians are blocking the MHiafistrasse. North of 
Koningsberg the enemy has achieved further successes. 
Enemy attacks in Samland have been repulsed. 

“Only minor fighting is reported from the Courland 
front. The supply position here is satisfactory. The 
evacuation of the Third SS Corps and of the remainder 
of the Fourth Tank Division and the Thirty-second In- 
fantry Division is going according to plan. Furthermore, 
the Three Hundred and Eighty-ninth and the Two 
Hundred and Eighty-first Infantry Divisions are being 
withdrawn.” 

The manner in which this report was delivered was 
terser and more to the point and had none of the oblig- 
ing style of Jodl’s report. This was chiefly due to the 
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vastly different character of this general, but his attitude 
to Hitler had also been very much affected by his expe- 
riences in 1941, when, after the failure of the German 
offensive in Moscow, some very hard words had been 
exchanged and Hitler had sent Guderian “home.” 
Hitler did not like the man; he found his independence 
irritating and had used him as a scapegoat for the fail- 
ure of the Moscow campaign, his own brainchild. But 
after the attempted assassination of July 20, 1944, Hit- 
let found himself hard up for generals. He had dis- 
missed General Kurt Zeitzler, then Chief of the General 
Staff, and found that General Walther Buhl, whom he 
wanted as a replacement, was too ill to serve. As a re- 
sult, Guderian, whose outstanding record as a tank 
commander must have been fresh in Hitler’s memory, 
was appointed to the vacant post. 

Guderian’s return to active military service. had not 
happened at a particularly auspicious time. Hitler’s 
faith in the whole German Officers’ Corps, particularly 
his faith in the General Staff, was badly shaken by the 
attempted coup. He managed to maintain a reasonably 
civil relationship with Guderian for a few months after 
his appointment, but in November, 1944, there had 
once again been bitter clashes between them. Their mu- 
tual hostility was partly due to basic differences of 
opinion on military tactics, but a strong additional fac- 
tor—one which will always redound to Guderian’s 
credit—was the way in which the general mustered the 
courage, time and again, openly to contradict and warn 
Hitler. He was one of the very few men in Hitler’s en- 
tourage at that time who stood by their own views and 
who were bold enough to contradict the Fuhrer without 
restraint. 


After the failure of the Ardennes offensive, which 
had begun on December 16, 1944, Hitler had grown 
obsessed with the idea that he must not allow himself to 
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be driven onto the defensive. He firmly believed that it 
was possible to blind the enemy to his own weaknesses 
with offensive strategy. He, Adolf Hitler, must remain 
on the offensive at any price—that was the political and 
military axiom of his life. Naturally he also wanted to 
gain time. Guderian completely disagreed. He believed 
the German fronts were far too long; he thought Ger- 
many’s resources were nowhere near sufficient to re- 
main both offensive, on the one hand, and then, on the 
other hand, to maintain an adequately strong defensive 
line, particularly in the east. Guderian was only too 
well aware that the German lines of defense in the east 
were stretched to their utmost limits, and his chief 
objective, as he saw it, was to stop the Red Army from 
getting into Central Europe. He therefore suggested the 
mobilization of all available military forces for the for- 
mation of a strong line of defense in the east. He knew 
that this could only have been achieved by weakening 
the western front, regardless of heavy reversals, and by 
forgoing all offensive successes in abandoning the Cour- 
land Front. Nevertheless, Guderian was determined to 
make Hitler see reason. He drove from Zossen to Hit- 
ler’s Eagle’s Eyrie headquarters near Bad Nauheim 
(Hitler had left the Wolf’s Lair headquarters in eastern 
Prussia in order to take personal charge of the western 
offensive) on Christmas Eve, 1944. At the risk of his 
own life the general demanded that Hitler break off the 
hopeless Ardennes offensive and immediately redirect 
the released units to the severely threatened eastern 
front. At this point Guderian forecast June 12, 1944, as 
the most likely date for the Russian attack. 

Hitler declined to follow Guderian’s advice. Instead 
he ordered Operation North Wind for New Year’s 
night, 1944. He hoped that with this offensive he could 
win back Alsace, wipe out the American Seventh Army 
Divisions stationed there, gain the prestige of a new vic- 
tory, and reopen the deadlocked Ardennes campaign on 
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whose success he had pinned so much hope and staked 
his own reputation. These imagined military successes 
were the sort of wishful thinking in which Hitler fre- 
quently indulged and whose apogee was the complete 
destruction of the Americans and the British. All this 
was in total contradiction to the true position in the 
west and in spite of urgent reports of an imminent 
large-scale attack by the Russians, from the Narev 
bridgehead and the three Vistula bridgeheads at Varka, 
Pulawy and Baranow. 

Guderian did not give up easily. On December 31, 
1944, he went once again to see Hitler at Eagle’s Eyrie 
and once again requested reserves and reinforcements 
for the eastern front. He tried to convince Hitler of the 
colossal danger building up in the east by showing him 
the detailed records of Russian strength and movements 
which had been compiled by General Reinhard Gehl- 
en’s Military Intelligence Department. These docu- 
ments all pointed to January 12 as the most likely date 
for a Russian attack. Hitler was not convinced, but 
Guderian was not finished yet. On January 9 he tried 
yet again to bring the true situation home to Hitler, 
producing fresh documentary evidence. Again January 
12 was given as the date set for a Russian attack. But 
even now Hitler would have none of it. He called Gen- 
eral Gehlen’s reports “completely idiotic,” “a bare- 
faced bluff.” He could not believe in these Russian 
troop concentrations and preparations for attack be- 
cause they didn’t suit his plans. He made it quite clear 
that as far as he was concerned, “the eastern Front 
must get by with what it has.” Needless to relate, the 
Russian attack began, at the Vistula and the Narev, 
south and north of Warsaw, on January 12, precisely as 
had been predicted. Because of the weakness of our 
eastern front in the face of their huge forces, almost the 
whole line of defense between Hast Prussia and the 
Carpathians collapsed after only two days. Occupied 
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Poland was lost, and Silesia, most of eastern Prussia 
and all the German provinces east of the Oder, except 
Outer Pomerania, followed. Now the Red Amny stood 
at Kiistrin, this side of the Oder, at the very gates of 
Berlin. 


Guderian had finished his report, and, bowing 
slightly, he stepped back. There was a short discussion 
during which I removed the last map from the table and 
then General Christian of the Air Force operations staff 
came forward to begin his report on the situation in the 
air. Goring and his chief of staff, General Koller, stood 
on one side, listening: 

“Fuhrer, thirty-eight missions were flown by our 
fighter pilots in support of our troops in the Monschau 
area. Ten Mosquitoes were shot down making for Ber- 
lin. About nine hundred British four-engine bombers 
made a daylight punitive raid on Ludwigshafen. The 
enemy attacked Vienna with four hundred and fifty 
four-engine planes. A further hundred and fifty planes 
attacked Deutz. Further attacks by one- and two-engine 
planes were... .” 

Meanwhile, Guderian had approached Grand Ad- 
miral Donitz and gone with him to the back of the 
room. Watching them, I was reminded of an incident 
which occurred between the admiral and myself, 
putting me greatly in his debt. It had happened earlier 
in the month, when I was not feeling too confident in 
my new position as ADC to the Chief of the General 
Staff and not yet capable of carrying out my duties in a 
completely routine way. On one occasion Von 
Freytag-Loringhoven had stayed behind in Zossen, and 
I had to accompany General Guderian alone to the 
briefing in the Reich Chancellery. It was to take place 
in the operations room, and before it began, I was left 
alone in the room, under the surveillance of Hitler’s 
personal SS adjutant, Giinsche, to lay out the maps in 
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order on Hitler’s table, ready for Guderian’s report. As 
a general rule he began with Hungary and ended with 
Courland. Unfortunately, instead of laying the Cour- 
land map down first so that he could get to it last, I 
carelessly laid the map of Hungary down first and that 
of Courland at the top. This may seem a slight enough 
offense to the outsider, but in fact it was almost a capi- 
tal crime. 

General Burgdorf called the gentlemen in from the 
anteroom to the operations room to begin the discus- 
sion. Hitler greeted each of them and took his usual 
place in the chair in front of the map table. Guderian 
stood on the left, ready to give his report, and I, who at 
this point had not officially been presented to the Fiih- 
rer, stood immediately to Hitler’s right, ready to re- 
move the maps in sequence as the report progressed. 
General Guderian began with the situation in Hungary. 
In the middle of the first sentence he stopped and 
glared at me. Hitler looked me up and down silently 
with an indescribable glance and leaned back in his 
chair with a weary gesture. Realizing my error, I began 
to stammer incoherently, and the entire company stared 
at me as if I were a desperate criminal. Only Grand 
Admiral Donitz smiled, said a few consoling words, 
lifted the pile of maps, and requested me with a nod to 
lay them out again in the correct order. The incident 
was quickly forgotten, and I conceived a lasting affec- 
tion for the admiral as a result of his kindness. 

Donitz’s special influence on Hitler was not lost on 
Guderian. He knew that Dénitz had a better chance 
than he did of carrying a point with the Flibrer. The 
conversation between them concerned the Courland 
Front. Whatever happened, Guderian wanted to bring 
back into the Reich the Sixteenth and Eighteenth ar- 
mies, which were isolated on the Courland Front, and 
use their twenty-three divisions to strengthen the east- 
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ern front in the Berlin sector. The breakthrough to East 
Prussia which Guderian had repeatedly demanded of 
Hitler during the closing months of 1944 was now out 
of the question. But it was not too late to plan an evac- 
uation of the troops by sea from the two Courland 
ports of Windau and Libau. Speed was crucial. With 
every day that passed the chances of a successful with- 
drawal dwindled. Guderian urged on Donitz the urgent 
need for reinforcements on the Oder. All his own previ- 
ous attempts to convince Hitler of this need had been 
parried by the Fuhrer with his favorite argument about 
the danger of Sweden entering the war at the last mo- 
ment. The embassy in Sweden reported the very oppo- 
site, but Hitler insisted on believing that only the pres- 
ence of the Courland divisions prevented Sweden from 
coming in. Moreover, Hitler persisted in the belief, 
shared by Donitz, that with the loss of Courland, the 
important U-boat training bases in the Danzig-Gdynia- 
Hela area would be endangered. General Christian was 
still giving his report: 

“Six planes were employed to supply units cut off in 
Budapest. In the Silesian combat area our units have 
had some success against enemy tanks and vehicles: 
twenty tanks and six hundred vehicles wiped out. The 
First Fighter Command has been particularly successful 
in this sphere. Air Force attacks on the Soviet bridge- 
heads this side of the Oder and enemy troop concentra- 
tions in the area of the Ninth Army. . . .” 

The report went on and on, giving details of enemy 
bombing attacks on fiercely contested fronts and of the 
flying in of supplies for isolated fighting units. 

Hitler interrupted impatiently: “Goring, what is the 
position regarding the use of the new fighter planes?” 
Goring stammered in embarrassment and gestured to 
General Koller to take over. 

He, in turn, left the talking to Christian. “Fiihrer, 
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there have been certain production difficulties; the rail- 
way connections and other means of transport are 
becoming more and more precarious. I—” 

Hitler interrupted him again with a testy movement 
of the hand. “Never mind; go on,” he said, his voice 
faint and hoarse. 

And General Christian continued with his report. 
How could the new planes possibly have been ready? 
Whenever a new prototype was agreed and mass pro- 
duction begun, Hitler came up with a new modification 
someone or other had talked him into, forbade the use 
of the near-finished aircraft, and ordered a new design. 
It had gone on like that for years, with the result that 
the German aircraft industry had not been able to mass 
produce any really fast machine with heavy firepower. 
Even the Messerschmitt jet fighter Me 262, which was, 
without a doubt, superior to the Allies’ jet, was banned 
by Hitler in 1943 because he would not, under any cir- 
cumstances, take up a defensive position. Instead, he 
ordered a boost in the building of bombers and an im- 
mediate resumption of bombing attacks on England. By 
1943 several German cities had been razed to the 
ground; the German air defense, the German fighter 
planes were hopelessly inferior to those of the British 
and the Americans, who found the occasional sorties of 
German fighter pilots almost no threat at all. 

It was now the turn of Admiral Wagner, head of 
naval operations, to outline the naval situation. Grand 
Admiral Donitz was standing, as before, opposite Hitler 
at the.map table, and next to him was his communica- 
tions officer, Admiral von Puttkamer, who, since 1934, 
had been Hitler’s naval adjutant. The report was chiefly 
about troop transports and the shipping of supplies be- 
tween Norway, Denmark and the German ports. He 
mentioned the use of the cruisers Prince Eugen, Liitzow 
and Scheer as artillery support for the army units en- 
gaged in bitter fighting in the coastal area of East 
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Prussia; he described the transportation of troops and 
supplies between Courland and the western Baltic ports 
and finally dwelled at length on the untiring and self- 
sacrificing efforts of the Navy to evacuate the hundreds 
of thousands of refugees from East Prussia and Danzig 
across the sea by the few channels that remained open. 

The report was over, and Admiral Wagner stepped 
back. Nearly everyone of rank and title present took 
part in the ensuing discussion, regardless of whether he 
had the slightest military expertise. The briefing was 
then officially over, but Grand Admiral D6nitz now 
turned once again to Hitler. All eyes were riveted on 
him as he began to speak: 

“Fuhrer, I should like to report on the question of 
the repatriation of the Courland troops. The Army 
High Command has drawn up a plan for their with- 
drawal. It involves the ruthless redirection of all availa- 
ble shipboard space, and the strongest possible support 
from the Luftwaffe. The loading capacity of Windau 
and Libau are quite adequate. All in all the operation 
will involve about five hundred thousand men. I would 
estimate four weeks for the withdrawal of the rank and 
file and the vital equipment. Some of the heavy equip- 
ment will certainly have to be abandoned.” 

Donitz pleaded with all the urgency he could muster 
for Guderian’s plan. His own change of heart in favor 
of this plan resulted from the stark fact that the Rus- 
sians had now got as far as the gates of Danzig and 
Gdynia. Hitler got up slowly and made a few sluggish 
turns about the room, his left leg dragging, his hands 
crossed behind his back. He then turned abruptly and 
spat his reply at Donitz: “I have already said once that 
a repatriation of the Courland troops is out of the ques- 
tion. I cannot abandon the heavy equipment: more- 
over, I must take Sweden into account.” Then, a little 
more quietly, he went on: “One division may be evac- 
uated. Guderian, let me have a plan for this by 
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tomorrow. I thank you gentlemen—Bormann, please 
stay here.” The officers saluted, the adjutants picked up 
their documents, and everyone except Bormann filed 
out of the room. 


As soon as the massive doors of the operations room 
had closed behind us there was a scurry of activity in 
the anteroom. Goring and his orderly officer left imme- 
diately, followed by Himmler, Kaltenbrunner and Fege- 
lein. The adjutants were busy on the telephone, but ev- 
eryone else sat down to take some refreshments and 
talk over the situation. An orderly approached General 
Keitel and offered him a box of cigars. He picked one 
out with meticulous care and, smiling contentedly, pre- 
pared ceremoniously to smoke it. A second cigar disap- 
peared into his right-hand breast pocket. Donitz relaxed 
over a glass of schnapps with his staff officers. We 
stayed for about half an hour in the anteroom and then 
retraced our steps through the long corridors, past the 
numberless rooms and all the sentries and security 
checks, until, at last, we found ourselves back in the 
fresh air. It was almost half past seven when our car 
drew up to take us back to Zossen. 


It was a starry night, and we drove back through the 
blacked-out city of Berlin without headlights. A sea of 
rubble rolled past us, street after street, without a single 
sign of life or ray of light. Dark and eerie, like a 
ghost world, the ruined remains of houses loomed up 
against the night sky: it was hard to believe that a 
flourishing metropolis with brightly lit streets, elegant 
window displays and fashionably dressed people had 
ever existed there. At one point we narrowly escaped 
hitting a barricade which had been hastily erected be- 
cause of an unexploded bomb. But soon we left Berlin 
behind us and found ourselves engulfed by the scent of 
pine woods. We drove on for about half an hour, and 
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then the car turned off to the left and through a large 
gateway. We had arrived at the headquarters at Zossen, 
about 30 kilometers south of Berlin. 

These headquarters consisted of two blocks built in 
the Brandenburg forest: Maybach Il, which contained 
the Army General Staff departments, and Maybach I, 
about 500 meters farther south, which housed the 
members of the Forces High Command and operational 
staff. The bunkers had been constructed in a horseshoe 
shape and were extremely well camouflaged. The entire 
bunker complex had been completed as early as 1939 
and had served as a base for the very first German 
headquarters, during the Polish campaign. There were 
twelve bunkers, all interconnected by underground pas- 
sages; two of them had two underground levels; there 
was also a subterranean link with Office 500, the largest 
telecommunications center in Germany, which was bur- 
ied 20 meters deep. Here all the military and vital civil- 
ian telephone lines converged, linking the Central Com- 
mand and the Berlin administration with the entire 
Reich and all of German-occupied Europe. It was 
called Zeppelin. 

We had scarcely arrived in our operations room 
bunker when we were warned to expect an air raid 
fairly shortly from British bombers approaching Berlin. 
And then, at nine o’clock, a call came through from the 
Reich Chancellery: “Briefing at midnight in the Fiih- 
rer’s bunker. Approach via Hermann-Goring-Strasse. 
General Gehlen is to bring his dossiers on the Hungar- 
ian and Pomeranian fronts with him.” 

Hitler frequently called these nighttime conferences, 
showing not the slightest consideration for the rest of 
us. He himself had long been a night bird, but for us 
these briefings were just a wearisome waste of time. It 
made General Guderian very angry, knowing as he did 
that we were all overburdened with work already. 
Hardly had I replaced the receiver when the Chancel- 
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lery telephoned again. “Because of the air raid, the 
briefing will take place at one o’clock; apart from this, 
your instructions stand as before.” Another night’s 
sleep was obviously going to be lost. 

We sat out the air raid in the deeper of the two un- 
derground levels in our bunker and moved back up- 
stairs when the all-clear was sounded. These moves up 
and down were a complicated business because we had 
to take all our important documents with us. We were 
to return to Berlin shortly, but before leaving, we had 
to gather as much information as we could about which 
parts of the city had been worst hit by the bombing raid 
and where the worst fires were, so that we would not be 
held up by the cordons. 
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CHAPTER If 


The Early Years 


Perhaps it was because I had so recently left a dif- 
ferent world, the world of a family party in Liibeck for 
my twenty-seventh birthday, or perhaps it was because 
I was so aware of the novelty and unfamiliarity of what. 
lay ahead for me as Guderian’s adjutant that, even as I 
worked at assembling information for the 1 A.M. 
briefing, I found myself reviewing the events that had 
led me to this point. 

Liibeck was once a province of the German Empire. 
It forfeited its autonomy in 1937, when, under Nazi 
rule, it was annexed by Prussia. The city and its munic- 
ipality, formerly a town of the Hanseatic League, are 
situated on the lower reaches of the Trave. Churches, 
gabled town houses, merchant halls and old for- 
tifications testify to a proud and tradition-conscious 
past. I was born here in 1918, and I grew up in a well- 
to-do family, surrounded by an atmosphere of middle- 
class security. An interest in music, good books, rowing 
and riding characterized my early years. 

This cloistered existence came to an abrupt end 
when Hitler became Chancellor in 1933 and seized 
power for his National Socialist German Workers’ 
Party. That year I became a member of the Hitler 
Youth, the political organization for boys between the 
ages of fifteen and eighteen. It was my first taste of pol- 
itics. Perhaps it was the sense of doing something new 
and the emphasis on sports and games, or perhaps it 
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was the clear-cut goals and the consciously created ex- 
amples which attracted me to the Hitler Youth. I cer- 
tainly enjoyed the new spirit of comradeship, investing 
it with a great deal of youthful idealism, and I was soon 
made the leader of my youth group. But this was not to 
last for long. I had been brought up to have an opinion 
of my own and to speak my mind. It was precisely this 
which brought me into conflict with the leadership of 
the local Hitler Youth, and in 1936-I was forced to 
leave. Nowadays, especially for those who were not in- 
volved, this may seem insignificant, but in those days it 
counted a great deal. To a limited extent I learned what 
dictatorship meant and what an authoritarian system of 
government is capable of. I got into difficulties at 
school and with the police and finally had to accept 
what was to me an incomprehensible rejection at the 
hands of the infantry, even though I had passed my 
officer’s exam with merit. This blow put an end to my 
desire to become an active soldier, and early in 1937 I 
took my school leaving certificate in Liibeck, with the 
intention of going on to a university. Before that, how- 
ever, I had to do my labor service and military service. 
I performed my labor service in Camp Sorup near the 
Danish border. 

Despite gratifying early recognition as a potential 
leader, 1 was disappointed with the camp and began to 
think of the cavalry as an alternative. My own love of 
riding, my belief that the cavalry had no time for the 
politics of the day and, finally, the knowledge that an- 
cestors of my mother’s had served with the Thirteenth 
Regiment of the King’s Lancers in Hanover all were 
factors in my decision to volunteer for the Thirteenth 
Cavalry Regiment in Liineburg. 

Joining the First Squadron of the regiment at the be- 
ginning of November, 1937, opened up a new and to- 
tally different world for me, especially after my often 
bitter disappointment with the Hitler Youth, labor serv- 


30 


ice, party and state. At that time the men serving with 
the cavalry in Liibeck were almost all volunteers who 
came from farms and estates in Lower Saxony and 
Schleswig-Holstein. Right from the start the regiment 
afforded me the genuine friendship and freely given 
comradeship I had hoped to find years before when I 
joined the Hitler Youth. Here it was taken for granted 
that each of us was always ready to do his best for the 
others. But there was another essential factor in cavalry 
life—our horses. We loved them; we cursed them; they 
were almost a part of ourselves and certainly a part of 
our community. 

Neither during training nor after it was there any at- 
tempt at political schooling or party-political indoctri- 
nation. We cavalry men led our own idiosyncratic lives. 
While military scientists were drawing up their plans for 
the first atom bomb, we were trotting, cantering and 
galloping with sabers raised toward straw-filled sacks 
stuck on poles. The object of this exercise was not so 
much to run through the enemy sack with our curved 
sabers, but to keep the horses heading in the direction 
of these frightening straw monsters by applying con- 
stant, firm pressure with the insides of our thighs. I 
could never quite understand why my Nelly—a 
Hungarian mare and my companion for almost four 
years—was terrified by the straw men, despite her usual 
shrewdness and reliable instinct. Occasionally she even 
_threw me several horse lengths before the intended 
saber encounter could take place. 


In spite of the general sense of restlessness and the 
latent uncertainty which characterized the immediate 
prewar period, my parents and I made all the necessary 
preparations for me to begin my studies in autumn 
1939 in Berlin, as soon as my two years of military 
Service were over. The enrollment formalities had been 
completed and lodgings found for me in Berlin when, at 
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the end of July, I took a very bad fall from my horse 
and was forced to spend several months in the garrison 
hospital at Liibeck with a shattered tibia. I found it al- 
most unbearable to be confined in the hospital after war 
broke out on September 1, 1939. Since most of the reg- 
iment had no interest whatsoever in politics, we were 
completely taken aback by this turn of events. Without 
delay my squadron was sent to the western front as part 
of the One Hundred and Fifty-eighth Reconnaissance 
Unit of the Fifty-eighth Infantry Division, formed in 
Liibeck. It had its baptism by fire in the Saarland near 
Perl, at the point where the German, French and Lux- 
embourg borders converge. 

The days of September, 1939, the first month of the 
war, dragged on. Whenever news of military successes 
in Poland were broadcast over the radio, I grew more 
terrified than ever that the war was going to be won 
without me. On receiving mail from members of my 
squadron with news of their first battles and also of 
their first losses, I simply couldn’t bear it any longer. I 
wrote petitions, made myself a nuisance to the doctors, 
and was generally so troublesome that eventually I suc- 
ceeded in obtaining permission to start walking again in 
early October, although this was almost certainly pre- 
mature. I suffered a great deal of pain before being al- 
lowed to rejoin my squadron, and I was still hobbling 
with the aid of a stick, my leg was in a cast, when I got 
to the village called Igel near the Luxembourg border, 
where the squadron was stationed. It was early Novem- 
ber. 

During the first few weeks after leaving the hospital 
and returning to my squadron I found riding and walk- 
ing very painful. A final X-ray examination in Decem- 
ber revealed that though the break had healed, the bro- 
ken bones had knitted crookedly. I didn’t give a damn. 
All that mattered was that I was back in action, where 
from now on nothing could happen without me. 
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We spent the next few months training for the 
planned attack on France. During this period I was 
promoted to ensign sergeant major and spent my first 
wartime Christmas with the regiment. In January, 
1940, I was transferred for further training to the 
Cavalry Academy at Krampnitz near Berlin. We were 
put through hard physical and mental tests, and we 
learned about how a young officer earns the respect of 
his soldiers. The ability to lead is not a skill that can be 
acquired. You either have the gift or you haven’t. But 
even so it is vital to have experienced models to look up 
to. The urit commander, Lieutenant Colonel von Len- 
gerke, who was later killed at Stalingrad, used to say 
whenever the pretentiousness of the young lieutenants 
and ensigns became too much for him, “A gentleman is 
only conspicuous for his modesty and inconspicuous- 
ness.” 

In spite of the stress of classes and examinations and 
my occasional visits to theaters, museums and concert 
halls in Berlin, my thoughts were always with my 
squadron. When the course came to an end and the re- 
sults were announced, I was one of the few who had 
not passed and who had therefore failed to gain a com- 
mission as first lieutenant. The final assessment of me, 
read out and commented on by my instructing officer, 
Lieutenant Jiirgens, a man I couldn’t stand, went as fol- 
lows: “The Ensign Sergeant Major Gerhard Boldt has 
a forward and overbearing manner. He will first have to 
prove himself in action at the front.” It would be dis- 
honest of me not to admit that at the time I was angry 
and disappointed. But even this apparent reversal had 
its benefits. 


On May 10, 1940, German forces opened the 
offensive against France, in which the Sixteenth Army, 
including my Hundred and Fifty-eight Reconnaissance 
Unit, was involved. As a result of my failure at Kramp- 
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nitz, I was sent straight back to my squadron after a 
short spell with the reserve section in Liineburg. Se I 
was plunged into action during the first days of the ad- 
vance. 

The Sixteenth Army’s route lay through Luxembourg 
through the foothills of the southern Belgian Ardennes 
and on toward the Maginot Line near Charleville- 
Méziéres-Sedan-Carignan-Montmédy. I reached my 
squadron in south Belgium shortly before it crossed the 
border into France on May 14, the fourth day of the 
campaign. I felt as if I had come home after a long 
journey, so great was my joy at being reunited with my 
friends and with my horse. 

May, 1940, was a warm, dry month. The main roads 
had been resurfaced by the motorized units advancing. 
We rode along narrow minor roads and sandy lanes. 
The advance was very quickly over in this section of 
the front, and the German army communiqué of May 
18, 1940, reported that St.-Quentin and Rethel had 
been taken; the communiqué of May 21 reported the 
fall of Arras, Amiens and Abbeville. 

On the advance of the Sixteenth Army in the Sedan 
area the communiqué also reported that “the German 
troops have gained some ground south of Sedan.” At 
this point the Sixteenth Army’s advance was supposed 
to come to a halt. The flank of the German Army 
which had penetrated so far west had to be protected. 
Histories of the Second World War record that battles 
on the approaches to the Maginot Line took place from 
May 15 to June 6, 1940. We dug ourselves in in the 
great bend of the Meuse between Mouzon and Stenay, 
on the hills of the north bank. Opposite us the French 
front was several hundred yards away, and only spas- 
modic mortar and artillery fire—partly from the heavy 
caliber guns of the outer defenses of the Maginot Line 
near Montmédy—reminded us that this was more than 
a maneuver. Not even our nocturnal scouting parties in 
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the no-man’s-land between the fronts could convince 
me of the true nature of war. 

At the beginning of June, however, this idyllic period 
came to an abrupt end. On June 5 the German armies 
between Montmédy and the canal coast near Abbeville 
launched a major new thrust south. The Fifty-eighth 
Division’s task was to attack the enemy forces who 
were defending themselves in the extensive forests 
about 24 kilometers southeast of Sedan. The enemy 
troops consisted largely of a North African colonial 
unit supported by heavy French artillery. They fought a 
superb defensive battle on the northern edge of the for- 
est, and the two regiments of our Fifty-eighth Infantry 
Division, which were in the front line of the attack, 
suffered heavy casualties. The Germans had not reck- 
oned on such determined French resistance at this 
stage; their attack ground to a halt, and the two regi- 
ments which had led the attack had to be withdrawn 
from the front. My reconnaissance unit was among the 
relief troops sent in to relieve them. 

Up to that time nothing in my life had struck me 
with such direct force as the experience of those days 
near the forest. Our platoon’s horses, bicycles and 
motor transport had been left behind with the baggage 
train several miles away from the front, so I had my 
first taste of war as a foot soldier. Our ears were con- 
stantly assailed by cries of despair and entreaty from 
the wounded in no-man’s-land. At night we would go 
out searching for the dead and wounded between the 
fronts, breathing in the sickly-sweet smell of death that 
lay over the battlefield. During those weeks, in the face 
of death and the presence of my comrades’ anxiety, I 
overcame my own deepest fears. I still don’t know why, 
but again and again I forced myself, voluntarily, to 
make my way through the inferno of the French bar- 
rage from the fortifications of the Maginot Line to look 
for my comrades, sometimes as a messenger and some- 
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times simply to offer whatever help was needed. This 
triumph over myself proved a source of support and 
strength to me throughout the war. 


In the wake of the victorious advance of the German 
divisions and armies along the entire front, the French 
abandoned the forest 25 kilometers south of Sedan, be- 
tween June 11 and 12. We immediately joined the 
thrust toward Verdun and at last got the opportunity to 
ride. We rode day and night, with our squadron, in col- 
umn formation and often as a reconnaissance patrol, 
far ahead of the infantry’s vanguard, forgetting the dust 
and thirst in our enjoyment of being in the saddle. 

After a short fight on June 14, Verdun fell with all 
its outer fortifications to the troops of the Sixteenth 
Army on June 15, and we rode on in a southeasterly di- 
rection toward Toul. My reconnaissance unit and con- 
sequently also the First Squadron received orders from 
the division to make a detour around Toul and attack 
from the east. Departure time was fixed for our 
mounted squadron for two o’clock in the morning of 
June 18, and in the meantime, we had a welcome break 
in a deserted village on the Toul road. It was a mild 
night, only a few days before the summer solstice, and 
we could already see the dawn rising as we sat on 
horseback, uneasily awaiting our marching orders. Our 
thoughts were suddenly interrupted by the sergeant’s 
order to stand by to receive some champagne from the 
field kitchen, but there was no time to drink it before 
setting out. So we tied the fat-bellied bottles in an 
upright position behind the crisscrossed straps on our 
saddlebags. 

I remember that ride into the dawn as if it were 
yesterday. First at walking pace, then at a trot, we rode 
toward Toul, the target of our attack, unobserved by 
the French. We turned into a broad avenue, bordered 
by ancient trees. A messenger from the scouting party 
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returned at a gallop to report roadblocks ahead. I gal- 
loped forward with the messenger, to take stock of the 
situation for myself. About 200 to 300 meters farther 
on, just around the bend, the French had felled the old 
avenue trees and made the road impassable for motor 
vehicles. Suddenly a shot rang out, then another. The 
leading column cantered up briskly, followed by the 
rest of the squadron; the signal to gallop was given, and 
we headed for the town with our sabers raised, jumping 
the felled trees. Everything went like clockwork, just as 
we had practiced it at home in Liineburg. Everyone ig- 
nored the spasmodic firing. Then, suddenly, in the 
midst of this impressive mounted charge, loud, repeated 
detonations burst from the earth between our horses’ 
hooves. We were thrown into a state of near chaos as 
we rode into the attack. None of us had given a thought 
to the champagne bottles lashed to our saddlebags, 
which had been jolted loose and were exploding on the 
ground. 

As we reached the first buildings, the French rifle fire 
increased. At first it was no more than an ineffective de- 
fensive volley on the part of a few sleepy Frenchmen, 
caught unawares and only half-dressed. They had not 
expected a cavalry attack with drawn sabers punctuated 
by exploding champagne bottles. However, they finally 
fell into line, and their defensive fire grew stronger. We 
dismounted and continued the attack on foot with rifles 
and machine guns. In the course of our charge I 
stormed a bridge over the Moselle with my men and 
forced an entry into the town. The enemy were now de- 
fending themselves tenaciously. During the street 
fighting, I was shot in the left side of my chest, just 
above the heart. That was the end of the French cam- 
paign for me. For this attack, however, I was later dec- 
orated with the Iron Cross, Class II, and the decoration 
for a wound sustained in action. 

After a stay of several weeks in a military hospital 
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and a subsequent period of convalescence, I returned to 
my squadron in early autumn. It was then stationed in 
Flanders, engaged in preparing for the attack on Brit- 
ain. Our reconnaissance unit was occupying the villages 
of Neerpelt and Overpelt near the Dutch border, and 
we spent the last months of 1940 there. Our relations 
with the local population were as pleasant as could be 
expected under the circumstances. During this period, 
to my great distress, I was transferred from my cavalry 
squadron to the motorized “heavyweight” squadron. 
But in the course of my transfer I was promoted to the 
rank of first lieutenant, and as time went on and, de- 
spite my initial misgivings, my responsibility grew, and 
my assignment, which ranged from training to questions 
of equipment and motor transport, gave me a great deal 
of pleasure. 


In April, 1941, our lives suffered a great upheaval. 
The Fifty-eighth Division, including my unit, was trans- 
ferred by rail to East Prussia. We were filled with such 
regrets at leaving Flanders and its material comforts 
that it never occurred to us to wonder about the reason 
for our transfer. It certainly never entered my head for 
a moment that our move might have anything to do 
with a war against Russia. 

My unit was stationed south of Elbing for the next 
two months. I delighted in this spring in East Prussia, 
with its lakes and forests, its landscape full of an en- 
chanting melancholy and so many kind people for 
whom hospitality is the very essence of life. 

Then we began to proceed farther and farther east- 
ward from Elbing, quickening our pace after June 15, 
once summer had spread itself over the country. Near 
Heidekrug, only a short way from the German-Russian 
border, we were quartered and settled down to wait. 

June 21, 1941, came. In the late hours of the ‘after- 
noon the reconnaissance unit lined up in open square 
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formation, facing east. Major Zietlow, a commander of 
great understanding and forbearance (especially as far 
as I and my extravagances were concemed), stepped 
out in front of our ranks and gravely read us Adolf 
Hitler’s orders to the soldiers of the eastern army to open 
hostilities against the Soviet Union. The attack was to 
begin that night. Hitler’s order concluded with the sen- 
tence “May the Lord God help us all in this battle.” 


June 22, 1941, 3 a.M. A ghostly calm lay over the 
slowly retreating night. Only the croaking of frogs or 
the cry of a bird pierced the stillness as we waited to 
break camp and march off eastward. The hands of the 
clock jumped to 3:15 A.M., and suddenly the silence 
was shattered. The night was lit up as bright as day. Be- 
fore me along the whole stretch of the horizon, as far as 
the eye could see, our artillery had opened fire on the 
Soviet Union. 

Our advance took us through Lithuania and Latvia; 
at Riga we crossed the Daugava, and after about three 
weeks we were already marching through the burning 
town of Pleskau at the southern tip of Lake Peipus. 
During the first few weeks of our march through the 
Baltic countries my corps of engineers put its training 
to good use. The only two things against which even we 
cavalry engineers had no remedy were the heat and the 
dust. As we moved through the Baltic provinces, we 
were struck by the excitement and the joy at deliver- 
ance with which the people welcomed us and, equally, 
by the first evidence of the merciless cruelty which was 
to be a recurrent feature of this war in the east. 

Our unit suffered its first losses only a few days after 
the invasion of Lithuania. Among them was the unit’s 
doctor, who had been caught in an ambush set by some 
scattered Russian soldiers and hideously mutilated. Ad- 
mittedly, on the German side there was the infamous 
order which stated that commissars who had been 
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taken prisoner were to be shot on the spot. But in fact, 
this order was not carried out by the majority of Ger- 
man companies, including our own division. 

About eight kilometers north of Pleskau both divi- 
sion and reconnaissance units halted. We pitched camp 
under an open sky, placing outposts to deal with any 
skirmishes. It was now that the war in the east began 
for us in earnest. 


On July 16 we took the stubbornly defended little 
town of Gdov by storm. On July 18 I received orders to 
blow up a heavy military bridge over the Narva River, 
which was central to the enemy’s eastern escape route, 
linking Lake Peipus to the Baltic. After this episode I 
returned on July 19 to my unit, to find them preparing 
for an attack on the ground defenses on both sides of 
our advance route, part of the Stalin Line. During this 
attack I was wounded fairly severely, and before I 
could even be carried off to the main dressing station, I 
received the Iron Cross, Class I, the first member of the 
Fifty-eighth Division to be so decorated in the eastern 
campaign. 

I was forced to spend about two months in the 
infirmary in Stendal and then, after a short spell of sick 
leave, I returned to my squadron. We formed part of 
the Leningrad blockade, encamped at first on the Pul- 
kovo Heights, and then near Uritsk, a suburb of Lenin- 
grad, and along the coastal road of the Gulf of Finland. 
The staff officers of our unit had made camp at Stelna, 
a little town between Peterhof and Leningrad, together 
with my corps of engineers who were standing by in 
reserve. During the night of October 7 the Russians 
launched an attack with heavy infantry and armored di- 
visions west from Leningrad, spearheaded by the 
massed striking force of the heavy Russian forty-four- 
and fifty-two-ton tanks, and it was now that my dedi- 
cated little band proved its worth. Hardly had the first 
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of the heavy tanks thundered past on the coastal road 
toward Oranienbaum before a trigger mine had been 
laid across the highway. Our mines destroyed the sec- 
ond and third tanks. Under cover of darkness we man- 
aged to jump aboard two more tanks and put them out 
of action in hand-to-hand fighting. Before daybreak an- 
other two had been disarmed. The remaining thirty 
tanks which had broken through were destroyed with 
the support of antiaircraft guns. The battle lasted for al- 
most three days, its final outcome in doubt for most of 
that time. We played cat-and-mouse games around the 
houses with Russian tanks, and at moments of total 
frustration in the battle I sought refuge at a piano I had 
unearthed in a schoolroom, playing melodies I had 
once played with my mother. I was deeply conscious 
once again of the unique satisfaction of overcoming 
personal fear. 

Only one person out of my entire corps was 
wounded during the battle—myself. During the en- 
counter with the tanks, shell splinters hit me in the 
chest and the upper thigh of my right leg. Nevertheless, 
as I could still walk and bear the pain, I remained with 
my detachment. As a result of my wounds, I was de- 
clared unfit for service and released for special assign- 
ments. [I was also informed that I was to be awarded 
the Knight’s Cross. I packed my car full of tobacco and 
cigarettes and drove to Estonia, where I bartered to- 
bacco and gasoline for butter, salmon, vodka and cav- 
jar, a punishable offense, but one which seemed worth 
the risk. 

After my return to the front at Leningrad I found a 
newsreel camera team, journalists and industrial experts 
on the scene. It seemed that our successful confronta- 
tion of tanks by manpower had caused a minor sensa- 
tion. A photograph of me appeared on the front page of 
Die Wehrmacht, the official Army magazine; it was 
captioned “the little king of Leningrad.” I must confess 
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that this nickname had not originated solely in my ac- 
tivity in the front line. However my gratification at this 
newfound fame was spoiled by the news that it was not 
I, but the commanding officer of our section, Colonel 
Kreipe, who was to receive the Knight’s Cross. 


By now the Russian winter had set in. The German 
front on the Gulf of Finland near Uritsk and on the 
Pulkovo Heights was paralyzed. I had still not fully 
recovered from my most recent wounds, and I gladly 
complied with the order from the German Armed 
Forces High Command to take some time off for 
studying. I went home, and as far as I was concerned, 
the war ceased to exist for four months. I entered the 
Faculty of Foreign Affairs at the University of Berlin, 
as I was planning to try for a post in the Foreign Office 
after the war. Apart from a certain amount of friction 
with the Nazi student society because I did not partici- 
pate in its activities and some unpleasant differences of 
opinion with members of the SS, this interruption of the 
war was a very lucky break. 


In February and March, 1942, letters began to arrive 
again from my friends on the Leningrad front; they 
were in a Critical situation as a result of vigorous and 
successful Russian thrusts. For the time being my divi- 
sion had been transferred, along with the infantry regi- 
ments, to the area north of Lake Imen; the 
reconnaissance unit was to follow. Nobody said any- 
thing more definite, but I could read between the lines 
that the officers, as well as the men of my engineering 
corps, expected me to return to the unit as quickly as 
possible. I completed the semester and, without taking 
the leave owing to me, drove back to the front at the 
end of March, 1942. 

North of Lake Ilmen between Novgorod and Chu- 
dovo, where the front line was formed by the Volkhov 


42 


River, there is—apart from a railway line and a single 
decent road—nothing but swamp, virgin forests, 
marshy water holes and desolate wasteland. The recon- 
naissance unit was transferred to this wilderness. The 
fighting we had to endure in the following months was 
savage, but far worse was our struggle against the cli- 
mate. In April, when thaw set in, it seemed as if all the 
snow in Russia had melted into this single spot on the 
Volkhov. Our tents, combat platforms and communica- 
tion lines had to be shifted onto rafts. For weeks the 
water in the marshy forests was more than three feet 
deep, and our trenches were water logged. When the 
sun began to grow warm and the frost slowly but finally 
released its grip on the earth so that the water could 
seep through, we were assaulted by a plague of mosqui- 
toes. Then there were the lice—an average day’s bag 
consisted of eighty. Nor was I spared by Volkhov fever, 
sometimes known as five-day fever. For years it has 
continued to remind me of that unfortunate place. To 
add to our distress, the dressing station was set up 16 
kilometers away. In all, this was by far the worst expe- 
rience I had to undergo during the entire war. 


The battle to the north of Lake Ilmen against the 
encircled Second Russian Army’s strike force under 
General Vlasov ended in early June. A mere 30,000 
Russian soldiers were taken prisoner out of the sixteen 
Russian divisions and brigades which had been sur- 
rounded. Tens of thousands had died of starvation in 
the swamps or had drowned or perished miserably from 
their wounds. The sun beat down remorselessly on this 
appalling field of corpses, and swarms of insects hov- 
ered above in great clouds. 

In June our division was withdrawn from the Vol- 
khov front to recuperate—we too had suffered very 
heavy losses—and we returned to consolidate the line 
of defense in the Leningrad area, at the Oranienbaum 
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pocket. I was appointed leader of a company of 
Russian volunteers, an assignment which, mercifully, 
only lasted two months; I cannot claim that I felt par- 
ticularly happy and secure with this bunch of quixotic 
and shady characters, but life was so much brightened 
by the comforts, entertainment and general welfare of 
our new situation that it was easy to forget we were stili 
in the front line. 

By the beginning of December all this was over. At 
the end of November, to the south of Lake men, the 
Russians had launched their major offensive under the 
command of Marshal Semyon Timoshenko with four 
armies, the Eleventh, Thirty-fourth, Fifty-third, and the 
First Army of storm troops. The operation was directed 
at the corridor roughly 50 kilometers long near Dem- 
yansk, defended by our northern armies. 

From the very first day in our new positions along 
the southern front of the corridor 10 kilometers south 
of the village of Sofronkovo, we were involved in con- 
stant defensive fighting. Whenever the Russians forced 
their way into our positions or those of our neighbors 
to the left, I had to lead the counterthrust, usually with 
only the help of my engineers, and an assault tank we 
had stolen from a departing detachment while still on 
the Leningrad front. On Christmas Eve, 1942, I 
trudged through the snow, often three feet thick, with 
my sergeant major, to take the last two days’ mail to 
my men. 

After Christmas we were withdrawn from the south 
front of the corridor and transferred to its northern 
edge, where the Russians had succeeded in making a 
small breach in our positions. In a counterattack on 
January 1, 1943, I was slightly wounded but able to re- 
main with my squadron. Then, in a renewed counterat- 
tack, the next day the Russians hit our assault tank. I 
was seriously wounded by splinters of tank shell and 
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had to be carried off to the main aid station as soon as 
darkness fell. My condition was considered hopeless, 
but I was lucky enough to have friends who had con- 
nections with men at the top. They arranged for me to 
be flown out from the aid station and then taken by 
train in a first-class sleeping car from East Prussia to 
the Hindenburg military hospital in Berlin-Zehlendorf. 


Thanks to the skill of the famous surgeon Weinke, 
and to the fact that I was in a well-equipped military 
hospital, my right leg was saved. It was many weeks, 
however, before I recovered fully from the operation on 
my thigh. But my stay in the hospital was not without 
its compensations: I received my promotion to first 
lieutenant on my birthday, January 24, and I met Re- 
nate Sommerfelt, a nurse who was doing her auxiliary 
war training at the Hindenburg hospital. By March I 
was able to walk again, and soon afterward we got en- 
gaged. We were married just before I was due to return 
to the service. 

At the beginning of May, 1943, I was awarded the 
Knight’s Cross for my part in the defense of the Dem- 
yansk corridor. Our two weeks’ honeymoon on the 
Worthersee in June came to a premature end when I 
received a telegram informing me that I had been given 
a new posting. However; my wife’s influence had al- 
ready made itself felt upon my military activities, for I 
had become a regular, largely as a result of the encour- 
agement she and her Prussian military family gave me. 
Four months later I was promoted to cavalry captain. 
When the telegram came, I was not yet well enough to 
return to my unit, so I spent the remaining six months 
of 1943 in France as the commander of the Heavy 
Squadron of the Bicycle Reconnaissance Unit, Three 
Hundred and Eighty-ninth Infantry Division, which was 
being drawn up around St.-Lo in Normandy. 
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At the beginning of April, I was instructed to pro- 
ceed to the First Cavalry Division of the Royal Hungar- 
ian Army, where I was to head the German liaison 
staff. 

When [ arrived in Kalusz, near Stryj in Galicia, at 
the beginning of April, I learned that my staff, together 
with its cars, its interpreters and everything else we 
needed, was still at St. Pélten in Austria being set ur 
and that it would probably only arrive at liaison staf 
headquarters on May 4 or 5; moreover the First Cav- 
alry Division to which my staff and I were attached did 
not even exist as a unit; it was still being formed in 
eastern Hungary. The chief of the Sixth Liaison Staff 
did not really know what to do with me, and so we both 
had the inspiration of sending me to Hungary to ob- 
serve on the spot the formation of the Royal Hungarian 
First Cavalry Division. 

This turned out to be a tremendous stroke of iuck. 
The flight from Stryj in Galicia to Budapest was the be- 
ginning of a period which, even in retrospect and even 
though it lasted only two months, seems like a marvel- 
ous dream. I left gray, dirty and mud-covered Galicia 
behind. The Carpathian Mountains were still blanketed 
with snow as we flew over them. But when we landed in 
Budapest, we found ourselves in glorious springtime, 
which made this jewel among the cities of Europe seem 
infinitely more attractive. I had to spend several days 
there for consultations with the military attaché, and I 
stayed as an honored guest in the world-famous Gellért 
Hotel, “supported” by my Knight’s Cross. After all the 
filth and the distress I had seen in the past few years, 
these days in Budapest, which seemed almost un- 
touched by the war, had something strange and unreal 
about them. 

I went over my instructions for setting up the First 
Cavalry Division with the military attaché, and then I 
left Budapest for Nyjregyhaza in eastern Hungary, 
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where my duties as a liaison officer really began. The 
day after my arrival I reported to the commanding 
officer of what was to become the First Cavalry Divi- 
sion, Lieutenant General von Vataxy, the former ADC 
to the Hungarian regent, Miklés von Horthy, and im- 
mediately received an invitation from him to come to 
his home. Here I was received with utterly charming 
courtesy and hospitality, such as are completely un- 
known in Germany. At a small reception in my honor I 
was also given my first official commission. Whether it 
was because His Excellency wanted to get to know me 
or because he wanted to show me something of his 
beautiful country or simply to give me a particular treat 
—whatever the reason, this commission must have 
been one of the most unusual and pleasant ever allotted 
in the history of the German Army. 

His Excellency ordered that I was to go out nding 
early every morning with his daughter, who was about 
twenty years old and a brilliant and enthusiastic horse- 
woman. So, every morning, out we went into the level 
countryside on fine, fast thoroughbreds, sometimes 
breakfasting with friends on neighboring estates. A 
combat course gave me a large number of invitations 
through which I got to know both the country and its 
people and learned to love and respect them. I made 
friends then who stood by me during the worst battles 
of the Russian campaign. Indeed, they even saved my 
life. 

Of all the invitations I received the one which re- 
mains most firmly fixed in my memory was that of 
Count Caroly, a cousin of the then Prime Minister. My 
two-day visit was like a journey to a different world— 
from my reception by the count’s family on the broad 
stairs in front of their chateau, my private viewing of 
his collection of copperplate engravings, a drive in the 
family’s coach-and-four through the village with its 
school and church, to the most exquisite delicacies from 
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the count’s kitchen and cellar. The countess showed me 
to my room, her own room in fact, where, she told me, 
she had given birth to her two children. On the piano a 
bouquet of thirty crimson roses had been placed to wel- 
come me. The view from the room and its wide balcony 
was of an extensive park, with peacocks, pheasants, 
black and white swans, and an enclosure where some 
fine horses trotted. 

When the division left Hungary about two weeks 
later and was transferred to Russia, one of the count's 
servants brought me a letter from the countess contair- 
ing a pressed crimson rose, one of the thirty which hac 
stood on the piano in my room to welcome me; it was 
now to serve me as talisman and keepsake. And some- 
how it did. 

The evening before the divisional staff left Hungarv, 
some of us were invited by His Excellency to Shoshdo. 
an inn just outside Nyiregyhaza, to take our leave of 
Hungary. Gypsies played while we ate and drank anc 
we danced to their music: the general’s daughter and 
my friends taught me how to dance a czardas. But the 
imminent parting overshadowed everything. I spent a 
long time that evening sitting with my fmend Count 
Stipsy, a captain of the reserve with estates in south 
Hungary. He sang a sad Hungarian song and we talked 
about life, marriage and beautiful women. 


About June 15, 1944, I arrived in the assembly area, 
in the Pripet Marshes, about 80 kilometers southeast of 
Baranovichi, with the last units of the division. Here the 
division was placed under the Second Army, as part of 
Army Group Central. On June 22 the Russians began 
their massive summer offensive against Army Group 
Central, and in the course of this attack the German 
Fourth and Ninth armies were almost completely de- 
stroyed. On July 3 the division was thrown into 
defensive action with the Fourth Cavalry Brigade, on 
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the northern edge of the Pripet Marshes. Right from 
the start the division’s casualties and loss of equipment 
were very high, and the fighting continued very fierce. I 
did everything I possibly could to help my Hungarian 
friends in the first weeks of what was for them the new 
experience of war. At last, toward the end of July, the 
German front consolidated, and it became possible for 
the division to be withdrawn from the front for rest and 
reequipment. 

After three weeks I was recalled by telegram to 
Hirschberg in Silesia to take a General Staff course. 
Field Marshal Walther Model at Army Group Central 
headquarters was loath to let me go: “What do you 
mean, they want you to join the General Staff? I can’t 
do without you here: you are staying in Hungary. The 
war’s lost anyway,” he told me. Then, after a short 
pause he added, “You'll get along much better after the 
war as a captain than as a general staff officer.” So I 
didn’t go. 

The division’s rest period lasted about a fortnight; we 
left Niewikla on August 20, and on August 25 the divi- 
sion took over responsibility for part of the front, east 
of Warsaw, the last German bridgehead to the east of 
the Vistula. At the end of August the Hungarian gov- 
ernment fell, following hard on Rumania’s severing of 
its alliance with Germany and its subsequent declara- 
tion of war on us. The southern front was moved up to 
the frontier between Hungary and Rumania. The Hun- 
garians planned to bring all their troops still in Russia 
back to Hungary to defend their country. The Royal 
Hungarian First Cavairy Division duly began the with- 
drawal of its units and on September 27 the division 
began the move back to Hungary by rail. On October 9 
I reported back to divisional battle HQ in Keckskemét, 
a strategically important town for the safety of Buda- 
pest. Next day the Russians launched an armored at- 
tack, and Keckskemét was temporarily lost, with heavy 
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casualties on both sides. But we reoceupied the town on 
the same day, and then, when I returned to my quarters 
to rest, I received a visit from my friend Stipsy. I hardly 
recognized him; he had always been the soul of cheer- 
fulness and energy, but now he seemed exhausted and 
full of despair. He brought me grim news, of the C4roly 
family, with whom he had been on friendly terms. The 
count, the countess and their two children all had com- 
mitted suicide when Russian troops invaded their 
estate. 

Now that the war was being waged on Hungarian 
soil and reports of Russian atrocities committed on the 
civilian population were increasing daily, and as the de- 
fense of Hungary began to look more and more hope- 
less, on October 12 and 13 I was visited at liaison staff 
HQ by several Hungarian friends, junior officers of the 
Second and Fourth Hadik Hussar regiments. They 
came without the knowledge of divisional headquarters 
and told me that according to rumors from reliable 
sources close to the government in Budapest, another 
change of government was to be expected in the next 
few days and that this would probably be followed by 
Hungary’s defection from the German-Hungarian 
alliance, as had happened in Rumania. Large numbers 
of troops, including whole units from the division im- 
mediately next to ours, the Twenty-third Hungarian In- 
fantry Division, had already gone over to the enemy. 

Between us we decided on a plan of action by which 
they agreed to try to discover from their own contacts 
what was going on in the Budapest government circles 
and to sound out and confirm the support of those ele- 
ments in the Hungarian forces willing to continue 
fighting on the German side. For my part I promised to 
prepare a plan to disengage the German troops, as well 
as the pro-German Hungarian troops, in the battle area 
between the Danube and the Theiss. All this was to be 
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carried out in the strictest secrecy, as the attitude of di- 
visional HQ on this situation was still ambiguous. 

I made contact with Count von Nostiz, chief of staff 
of the Army corps to which the first Hungarian Cavalry 
Division belonged, gave him a rough outline of the po- 
litical situation, and asked for an interview with the 
commanding officer, General Kirchner, as soon as pos- 
sible. Von Nostiz promised his support. On October 14 
sixteen officers of the division met at my quarters. Re- 
ports from Budapest said that Hungary was intending 
to break with Germany on the following Saturday at 2 
P.M., and that a very large part of the Hungarian Army 
was expected to surrender simultaneously. As large sec- 
tions of the front were being held by Hungarian troops 
alone, this meant, effectively, the collapse of the entire 
Hungarian front and the danger of the German troops 
still fighting in Hungary being taken prisoner. The plan 
I had worked out provided that both the German 
troops fighting between the Danube and the Theiss and 
those Hungarian troops who wanted to continue 
fighting on the German side should withdraw to the 
Danube crossing at Dunafdldvér and form a bridgehead 
there; otherwise, the west bank of the Danube was to 
be defended. This plan was approved without reserva- 
tion by the Hungarian officers who were present. 

That evening I finally heard from Count von Nostiz 
that he had arranged an appointment with General 
Kirchner for the next day. The general was furious! I 
had briefed both Kirchner and Von Nostiz thoroughly on 
the explosive political situation and the measures I had 
already taken. But Kirchner was afraid of complica- 
tions with the Hungarian government as a result of my 
unauthorized actions; he thought the whole thing was 
simply stupid gossip that would get him into trouble 
with his political and muitary superiors in Germany. 
And he told me curtly to stop all my activities in this 
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direction altogether. I was extremely angry, and drove 
back to my liaison staff headquarters, damning the gen- 
eral; from then on I intensified my activities along the 
same lines as before. In the evening I called my liaison 
staff together. I explained the situation and announced 
the emergency plan due to take effect on Saturday at 2 
P.M., SO that every single man knew what he had to do. 
As we had to expect the possibility of attack by anti- 
German Hungarian troops and Russians who would 
seize the opportunity to break through our lines, a full 
supply of ammunition was issued. 

I hardly slept that night; messengers were arriving all 
the time, bringing news from Budapest and from the 
units of the strengthened Hungarian Cavalry Division 
about the situation there. According to these reports, a 
Hungarian defection at 2 P.M. the following dav 
seemed inevitable, and the situation in the Army was 
completely confused, so that we should be prepared for 
anything. 

At 1:30 P.M. on Saturday the telephone rang. It was 
the divisional commander, Lieutenant Field Marshal 
von Ibraniy, in person, asking me to come over imme- 
diately to his headquarters, only about a hundred yards 
from the German liaison staff headquarters; he wanted, 
he said, to speak to me. I gave my staff hurried orders 
that if I had not reported back by 2:10 P.M., they were 
to attack the divisional headquarters, free me if possi- 
ble, and then fight their way through toward Dunafdld- 
var immediately. 

Once again we synchronized watches, and then I 
hurried off, uncertain of what awaited me. Von Ibranty 
himself received me at the Hungarian headquarters. We 
sat dewn with the staff officers, had a drink, toasted one 
another, and made cordial small talk. The hands of the 
clock moved on remorselessly, Von Ibraniy smiling 
every time I looked at my watch, as though amused. It 
was probably about four or five minutes to two when 
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Ibraniy stood up and said, smiling almost affectionately, 
“My dear Captain, you ought to have let me in on your 
conspiracy, because I am with you as well. And now 
please hurry and telephone your staff before they attack 
us!” Later that day the news arrived that on the Carpa- 
thian front the First Hungarian Army had gone over to 
the enemy almost en bloc—at precisely 2 P.M. 

On October 17 the division, containing the crack 
troops of the Hungarian Army, was renamed the Royal 
Hungarian First Hussar Division. 

On October 20 a Major Huck arrived at liaison staff 
headquarters with instructions, to my amazement, to 
take over from me, but the news soon reached me that 
I had been transferred to the Fiihrer’s staff at Army 
High Command. 

The battle area moved gradually farther south. My 
unit left Keckskemét, and I went back to the front on 
my own to find my Hungarian friends and say good-bye 
to them. Near Kiskunhalas I came upon a troop of 
Hungarian cavalry who had made an unsuccessful 
offensive and who were now debating what to do. 
Among them was my friend Count Stipsy, whose es- 
tates were nearby; he was standing somewhat apart 
from the rest, with about twenty volunteer troopers 
gathered around him. The Hungarians were undecided. 
Then Stipsy straightened up in his saddle, called out 
something to his soldiers, turned around to me, stand- 
ing straight as a die in his stirrups, and called out, with 
his most dazzling smile, “Bartchi, have a safe journey 
home. Good-bye—and don’t forget me!” Then off they 
galloped, all twenty of them, bent forward over their 
horses, their captain at their head. One returned the 
following night; all the rest had been killed by Russian 
machine-gun fire. 

On October 26, 1944, I left Hungary and have never 
returned. 
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CHAPTER Hl 


Enemy Armies East 


Maybach I and Maybach II housed, respectively, 
the German Armed Forces High Command (OKW) 
and the Army High Command (OKH). Above ground, 
all that could be seen by the casual observer was an ap- 
parent innocent one-story house with a gabled roof. 
Great pains had been taken during the building of the 
shelters to cause as little damage to the woods as possi- 
ble. It was probably due to these precautions that the 
two bunker systems were overlooked by Allied 
bombing raids. 

In October, 1944, I had reported for duty in the 
OKH. The Chief of the General Staff and his depart- 
ment were in House 5 of the Maybach system, and the 
Operations Department was in House 6. House 3 con- 
tained a special Department of Military Intelligence, 
called Enemy Armies East. At that point in the war, the 
Chief of the General Staff was Colonel General Heinz 
Guderian; the chief of Enemy Armies East was Rein- 
hard Gehlen then still only a colonel; chief of the Oper- 
ations Department was General Wenck. Enemy Armies 
East was supposed to collate information from Military 
Intelligence and various other sources concerning the 
eastern front. It was responsible for evaluating this in- 
formation from the point of view of military tactics, for 
deciding on military objectives and determining their 
order of priority. 

The methods employed by the department might be 
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compared with work on a complicated and intricate 
mosaic. Hundreds of reports from prisoners, defectors, 
agents and commandos who had been dropped behind 
the Russian front or who had penetrated the Russian 
lines, reports from radio intelligence, from air recon- 
naissance, tactical ground reconnaissance, telephone 
and news media intelligence, statements collected from 
civilians, the evaluation of data taken from the papers 
of men killed in action—all these contributed to our 
picture of the military situation and to a knowledge of 
Russian military strength which was invaluable to our 
own troops in operations planning and decision making. 
Every single report was subjected to the most careful 
scrutiny, compared with reports from different sources, 
and then, with an almost pedantic attention to detail, 
pieced together to form the composite picture of an 
enemy advance or of the situation in a particular sector 
of the front line. 

Gehlen had devoted years of conscientious work to 
building up a comprehensive picture of the Russian 
armed forces: he knew details of their various strengths 
and of personnel right down to division level, some- 
times even night down to regiment level. In the case of 
special units, he knew all about their strength in vehi- 
cles, tanks, ammunition and other equipment. In addi- 
tion to this, he had collected a unique body of informa- 
tion on the Russian armament potential, on the 
material support they received from the rest of the 
Allies and on troop morale. There was even a book we 
called the Red Bible which contained the most intimate 
personal details about all high-ranking Russian officers, 
political figures and heads of industries. 

When all this information had been pieced together, 
the work of the General Staff began. The results had to 
be scrutinized and processed, the military aims of the 
Russians on the German front deduced and recognized, 
and these data put at the disposal of the Operations 
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Staff of OKH to form the basis of operational planning. 
Our knowledge of the dates of planned Russian attacks, 
of the concentrations of enemy troops and of the direc- 
tions in which they would probably advance ought also 
to have formed the basis of Hitler’s military decisions in 
his capacity as Supreme Commander of the Armed 
Forces. 


When I reported for duty in October, I was told to 
report to General Reinhard Gehlen. Gehlen made an 
immediate and lasting impression on me. He was quite 
different from the type of officer I had been dealing 
with for so long at the front. He looked more like a 
professor in uniform than an officer in the fifth year of 
the war. He was well groomed, and his lean face with 
its high forehead suggested intellectual refinement. His 
manner of speech matched his appearance. He never 
wasted words, and whatever he said was well consid- 
ered and well formulated. His questions were always to 
the point. There was nothing superfluous or muddled in 
his argument or conversation. My first interview with 
Gehlen must have satisfied him, for he took me directly 
into the room where the daily briefings took place. Here 
several large General Staff maps were spread out, cov- 
ered with blue lines and markings in red ink. Until this 
point, I had had no dealings with Military Intelligence 
and was completely unacquainted with their methods. 

Now I suddenly saw the war from an entirely new 
viewpoint. Tul now the only military maps I had been 
allowed to see had contained information about the po- 
sition of one battalion, one regiment or at the very most 
one division, but here in front of me were maps of the 
entire eastern front. Gehlen must have noticed my sur- 
prise, because he allowed me a few minutes to myself 
before beginning to explain the situation at the front. 
This again was something completely new for me, for 
Gehlen did not discuss the position of the German front 
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lines, German troop strength and the material resources 
at the disposal of the German High Command. He 
talked instead about the position of the Russian front 
lines, the massing of Russian tank divisions, about the 
Russian Navy and Air Force. He then outlined the gen- 
eral conclusions he had drawn from the position of the 
Russian front, Russian troops movements and massing 
of tanks. 

On the southern front, facing the German Army 
Group South, the Russians were putting increasing 
pressure on Budapest, moving in a northwesterly direc- 
tion—that is, toward the Austrian border. Farther east 
and northeast, high in the mountains and the northern 
foothills of the Carpathians, the Russians were engaged 
in pitched battle with the German Eighth Army, the 
First Hungarian Army and the First German Panzers. 
In this sector the mountain ranges of the Carpathians 
were providing the German and Hungarian troops with 
good rearguard and defensive positions. The Russians 
had recognized this and, compared with other sectors, 
were not concentrating nearly as much on the Russian 
Second and Fourth Ukrainian fronts, where they faced 
added difficulties. 

Gehlen then turned his attention to the sector of the 
Russian front between the Carpathians and Warsaw. As 
a climax to their summer offensive, which had brought 
them from Mogilev via Minsk and Brest-Litovsk as far 
as Warsaw and which had been an even greater disaster 
for the Germans than Stalingrad, the Russians had suc- 
ceeded in crossing the Vistula in three places within this 
sector. 

Gehlen was particularly interested in these three 
bridgeheads, at Varka, Pulawy and Baranow, all be- 
tween 60 and 200 kilometers south of Warsaw. He 
pointed out to me that Russian troop activity on the 
First Ukrainian and First White Russian fronts was 
greatly in excess of the norm and had reached propor- 
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tions only compatible with major battle situations. He 
touched on one or two other eastern fronts, and then, 
noticing my consternation, he added, “I’m afraid that’s 
the way things are going out there, right now.” 

My first lesson over, Lieutenant Wessel, Gehlen’s 
chief of staff, introduced me to my new colleagues, and 
showed me which sector of the Russian front was to be 
my special responsibility. It was the sector to which 
Gehlen had paid particular attention in his lecture, the 
stretch between the Carpathians and the point at which 
the Narev joins the Vistula; it contained the three Rus- 
sian bridgeheads at Varka, Pulawy and Baranow. Our 
front line in this sector was formed by German Army 
Group Central with the Fourth Panzers and the Ninth 
and Seventeenth armies. 

What I had heard and seen on my first day at High 
Command kept me awake that night until the small 
hours. During all my years at the front I had never had 
time to feel helpless or at a loss about what to do next, 
not even in desperate situations with the odds heavily 
against us, because the heat of battle and the struggle 
for survival had absorbed all my attention and energies. 
But the situation was entirely different here. I no longer 
had a part to play; I was no more than an observer. It 
was very difficult indeed to come to terms with this 
unaccustomed state of affairs, and I succumbed to the 
deepest depression of my life. During the next few days, 
before I officially took up my new duties, I took part in 
conferences, listened to lectures on the military situa- 
tion, and generally familiarized myself with the work. 
Gehlen summoned me once again to give me a further 
rundown on the Russian strike potential and listed the 
forces we still had left at our disposal. He once again 
gravely emphasized the importance of the three Russian 
bridgeheads, prophesying that the fate of the entire 
eastern front would probably be decided there during 
the course of the winter. The information collected by 
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his department so far had pointed to the fact that the 
Russians had wasted no time after their initial successes 
in crossing the Vistula at Varka, Pulawy and Baranow 
and had immediately brought up reinforcements and 
taken up a defensive position. All attempts on our part 
to sweep these three bridgeheads away had failed, sim- 
ply because we had not thrown enough men into the at- 
tack. The Russians had even succeeded in improving 
their positions in some places and, during the weeks 
and months following their summer offensive, in ex- 
tending the bridgeheads slightly to the west. 

In June the Allies had made a successful landing on 
the coast of Normandy. For months now the battle 
being waged there had proved exhausting for German 
fighting potential and had forced us to direct all availa- 
ble forces to that theater, particularly the elite of our 
Panzer divisions. Stalin’s constant demands for a 
second front in France had ensured that the German 
High Command could not withdraw enough troops to 
push the Russians back across the Vistula and use the 
river as the backbone of a really strong German line of 
defense. 

The impressive and impassioned way Gehlen ex- 
plained the situation on the eastern front demonstrated 
the conflict, perhaps even the tragedy, of his role at the 
head of Military Intelligence. He devoted all his ener- 
gies uncompromisingly to reconnaissance work against 
the Russians, although he knew that Hitler did not rec- 
ognize the value of his information and would not act 
on his recommendations. He was by no means a de- 
voted follower of Hitler, quite the reverse, but as a sol- 
dier he was passionately committed to reconnaissance 
and intelligence work against the Russians. 

Our daily routine in the Enemy Armies East 
Department, like the routine of every other department 
of the General Staff, was conditioned by Hitler’s 
briefing, at which representatives of all three armed 
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forces were expected to report to Hitler every morning. 
Our representative was General Guderian. He prepared 
himself for this military briefing with one of his own, 
the Chief of General Staff Briefing, thus ensuring that 
he was sufficiently informed of the latest developments 
to be able to advise the Fiihrer and also to make his 
own decisions and run his own department. This morn- 
ing meeting took place at eleven o’clock, and since 
Gehlen was one of those expected to appear with the 
latest reports, he, in turn, held his own briefing at ten 
o’clock, when the various section leaders gave him a 
rundown on their own sectors. We had to be at work by 
seven o'clock in the morning in order to have it ready 
in time. Reports from our Army group on enemy activ- 
ity during the night had to be processed and entered on 
maps which were kept up to date with information on 
Russian Army units, troop movements and any other 
important details. We also consulted the relevant de- 
partment of the Luftwaffe and other sections for 
information that had been passed to them during the 
night and entered it all on the map. 

Reconnaissance at the front was carried out by scout 
patrols and shock troops, by means of restricted, prob- 
ing attacks and even by noting sounds and gauging the 
direction from which they came. Prisoners and desert- 
ers were interrogated and civilians questioned, enemy 
transmissions were monitored, and the Russian tele- 
phone network was tapped by special units, either 
directly or by means of shunt connections. Specialists 
from the Brandenburg Division or agents from the spe- 
cial training center of Enemy Armies East were para- 
chuted behind enemy lines, where they carried out spe- 
cial missions and were then picked up again by front- 
line troops. Intelligence units of the Enemy Armies 
East Department and of the SS sent in radio reports on 
the transportation of troops and matériel out of the 
Russian hinterland and also on factories producing ma- 
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chines and other matériel vital to the war effort. Lutt- 
waffe short-range reconnaissance planes provided us 
with aerial photographs of the front and of Rus- 
sian-held territory well behind the front lines, giving 
us vital information on Russian troop movements and 
concentrations, rail transport, vehicle convoys, bridge 
and road construction, airfields, artillery positions, tank 
concentrations and various other useful items. It all 
formed a complex and colorful jigsaw puzzle, which it 
was our task to assemble piece by piece. Sometimes we 
received false information, but we usually recognized it 
as such pretty quickly, simply because it did not fit into 
our nice, neat jigsaw puzzle. During the course of the 
Russian war, almost every major Russian troop concen- 
tration and preparation for major offensives was recog- 
nized and reported by Gehlen’s department on the basis 
of information gathered in this way. 

Hitler, however, was not to be convinced of the value 
of these methods and the results they produced, even 
though Gehlen had the support of the highest-ranking 
officers, all of whom had been trained at General Staff 
and knew that fighting a war without reconnaissance 
work was impossible. Hitler considered himself a mili- 
tary genius and had been encouraged in this belief by 
his initial successes. He could not tolerate the idea that 
anything should influence his free and inspired master- 
minding of vast tactical plans. This was one of the rea- 
sons for our grave military reverses and the final cata- 
strophic defeat of our eastern campaign. 

In major battle situations—that is, during major 
Russian offensives—Gehlen’s department was excep- 
tionally busy. A second daily briefing was held in the 
evenings, so that information could be passed on even 
more quickly than usual. This meant that we had to 
work right up to the evening briefing, and as there was 
always work to do afterward, I was kept at my desk 
until the early hours of the morning. 
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I was entirely dependent on the telephone so that 
when, during major offensives, lines were overloaded, 
blocked or even destroyed, the situation was almost im- 
possible, particularly during the day. Frontline troops 
were on the move and had no time to process reports 
and pass them on, so I had to take the initiative and try 
to collect information from any other source available. 
At night, though, there were far fewer difficulties. We 
did not have to rely on bald factual reports which 
somehow lacked conviction; we could check our infor- 
mation through personal conversations and get a much 
better general picture of the situation at the front for 
the next morning’s briefing. 

During the months of October, November and De- 
cember, 1944, my work was dominated by the three 
bridgeheads; the number of reports from these areas in- 
creased daily. While Hitler was gathering together two 
armies, containing some of our best officers and supple- 
mented by the larger part of our Panzer divisions, in 
the hope that a last mighty effort would turn the tables 
in the west, the Russians were concentrating troops 
along the eastern front in staggering, unprecedented 
numbers. By the beginning of November we had an as- 
tonishingly clear picture of Russian resources, concen- 
tration, plans and so on, on the basis of material 
gathered and processed. The Russian units observed at 
the Baranow bridgehead and in the area around it on 
the eastern bank of the Vistula proved to us beyond all 
possible doubt that Marshall Ivan Konev was stationed 
there with his First Ukrainian Front—all too familiar 
to us—waiting for reinforcements and preparing to at- 
tack the industrial area of Upper Silesia. At the Pulawy 
and Varka bridgeheads Marshal Zhukov was mustering 
his First White Russian Front, which had a deservedly 
high reputation as being a very tough body of men. His 
thrust west could only be aimed at the heart of Ger- 
many, at Berlin itself. 
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Drawn up against this troop concentration of two 
Russian armies in the 200 kilometers between Warsaw 
and the bend in the Vistula was the German Army 
Group Central, considerably weakened by the Russian 
summer Offensive of 1944, though reinforced by the 
Ninth and the Fourth Panzers. News from these areas 
during the first half of November left no room for 
doubt that troop movements and preparations for battle 
were by no means completed, but that the Russians 
were bringing up still further troops, matériel and am- 
munition. The numbers and designations of entirely 
new infantry, armored divisions, artillery or air force 
divisions appeared almost daily in the reports. The 
number of deserters was unexpectedly, in fact 
astonishingly, high, and many civilians were on the 
move from the Russian hinterland to behind the Ger- 
man lines, giving us a very clear picture of Russian 
troop movements. Reports received from the three 
bridgehead areas gave such incredibly high figures for 
the Russian strength accumulated there that it was de- 
cided to employ all available resources to confirm or 
disprove these reports. None of the reconnaissance 
checks carried out over a period of some two weeks 
produced any results which varied materially from our 
previous information; on the contrary, the impression 
of the situation we had received at the beginning of No- 
vember was substantiated more and more firmly from 
day to day. 

As far as I was concerned, the result of this develop- 
ment was that [ could no longer get through all the 
work that had to be done during the day, and so I 
worked through most of the night as well. Almost every 
night at about midnight Gehlen would appear armed 
with a coffeepot, lend a hand with whatever we were 
doing, and give us some valuable advice. Occasionally 
he picked up the telephone and got in touch with 
officers he knew whose units were drawn up against the 
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Russian concentration zone. Gehlen’s unreserved 
friendliness and constant assistance during this period 
of stress endeared him to me greatly. 

One night—it must have been the end of November 
or right at the beginning of December—he began a long 
conversation during which he informed me that air 
force reconnaissance and reliable agents had warned us 
to expect the Russian troops drawn up and making 
ready east of the Vistula to move shortly into the bridge- 
head areas. For the first time the date January 10-15 
was proposed for the expected Russian offensive. But 
we were still not entirely sure that the Russians weren’t 
deliberately trying to mislead us, while planning the at- 
tack for December. The speed of their troop concentra- 
tion at the bridgeheads seemed to suggest as much. 
Gehlen also mentioned a third possibility, that the 
Russians were simply trying to avoid the difficulties of 
supply and transport which might arise if the ice on the 
Vistula broke up early and started to drift. He told me, 
“I need every detail you can give me, even the most 
insignificant, if I am to work out the true date of the 
offensive as quickly as possible. Once we know that, we 
can add it to our information on Russian strength to 
convince Hitler that reinforcements, Panzers and artil- 
lery in particular, must be sent to strengthen Army 
Group Central. Otherwise-there will be a terrible catas- 
trophe—you can’t imagine how terrible. Army Group 
Central has far too few troops in the front line and only 
one single division in reserve!” 


Hitler was already familiar with the situation in this 
area. He had been kept constantly informed of it by 
General Guderian, who respected Gehlen’s work very 
highly, and by Gehlen himself, in both personal inter- 
views and written reports. Yet despite this overwhelm- 
ing and dismaying evidence from the bridgeheads, Hit- 
ler was not prepared to go so far as to reinforce Army 
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Group Central even with infantry divisions, so that the 
front could, as least, be more realistically manned for 
defense. At present the divisions were covering sectors 
that were unjustifiably long. Instead, Hitler sent every 
available army unit and all our reserves of Panzers and 
materials to the west. 

December 16, 1944, arrived, the day on which Hitler 
began his last major offensive in the west, in the Ar- 
dennes. The younger officers, including myself, were 
very impressed by our successes during the first few 
days. Gehlen, on the other hand, was not so easily con- 
vinced. In a conversation which took place shortly 
before Christmas he said casually, “What’s the point of 
all this, anyway? The Panzer divisions fighting there are 
desperately needed on the Vistula, to save Silesia, Pom- 
erania, East Prussia, West Prussia and probably even 
Berlin from imminent Russian attack.” 

Reports received from mid-December on confirmed 
that the Russian offensive would not begin until Janu- 
ary after ali and could be expected between January 12 
and 15. Between Christmas and New Year Gehlen 
again took a personal hand in my work. We discussed 
the few remaining sources of information on the sectors 
in the greatest danger and put our plans into action. 
Guderian had to make his special appointment to talk 
to Hitler once again, on December 31, and he intended 
to take Gehlen with him to the Eagle’s Eyrie headquar- 
ters. 

Gehlen was only too well aware of the difficulties he 
would encounter in trying to make Hitler act on his in- 
formation. It was difficult enough to get him even to lis- 
ten to it. Since this interview was so desperately impor- 
tant, he decided to employ a device which was to say 
the least unusual for an officer of the General staff. The 
latest figures from the areas of Russian concentration 
were checked and rechecked. Then Gehlen also col- 
lected the latest figures from the Operations Depart- 
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ment of the German High Command on our own troop 
Strength in the threatened areas. Under Gehlen’s direc- 
tion I drew up the maps to be shown to Hitler—mark- 
ing everything to scale on both sides, showing the rela- 
tive troop strengths in the area and demonstrating the 
Russian military superiority in infantry, armored divi- 
sions, artillery, air arm and matériel. When we had 
finished, small blue German soldiers and large red Rus- 
sian soldiers faced each other on either side of the front 
line, backed up by small blue German Panzers and 
large red Russian tanks, small blue armaments 
stockpiles and large red stockpiles. This was repeated 
with every other item, and beside each blue or red 
figure we entered the exact figures, so that we could not 
be accused of flashy superficiality or of trying to mis- 
lead Hitler by optical illusions. In many positions the 
Tatio was 1:10 in troops and even more unfavorable for 
us in terms of tanks and matériel, so the maps were ex- 
tremely impressive and convincing. 

The outcome of the interview was a shattering disap- 
pointment for everyone connected with Gehlen’s work. 
Hitler showed no interest whatever in our information. 
He finally yielded to Guderian’s relentless pressure only 
to the extent of ordering two companies into the area as 
mobile reserves for Army Group Central. Gehlen re- 
turned from this interview more depressed than ever. 
Hitler had hardly noticed his specially prepared mate- 
rial, let alone used it as a basis for any decisions. The 
fate of the German front between the Carpathians and 
East Prussia was allowed to take its course. 

On January 1, 1945, Gehlen invited his officers over 
for a few drinks. Whether he was prompted to do this 
to celebrate his long-overdue promotion, by a spirit of 
resignation after his interview with Hitler or simply the 
feeling that he would like to confide in his staff, I can- 
not say. He gave a speech in honor of the new year, 
dwelling first on the military and political developments 
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of the past twelve months, thanking all his colleagues 
for their work and their support. Then, somewhat 
rashly, he gave us his own frank preview of the coming 
year. 

Gehlen predicted that the war on our eastern front 
would be over by April or May, 1945, at the latest. He 
based this judgment on the fact that the Russians were 
now far stronger than we were, from both a military 
and an economic point of view and that our situation 
was deteriorating rapidly. Since we were fighting a war 
on two fronts, we had no hope of offering resistance to 
the Russians for any length of time; our resources in all 
fields were dwindling fast, and the people were ex- 
hausted and without hope. The vast material superiority 
of the Western Allies on land and in the air and in re- 
serves of all kinds meant that our chances in the west 
were even worse than in the east. Gehlen did not con- 
ceal the fact that he thought there was no point in 
carrying on hostilities against the Western Allies. He 
concluded by saying that, in his opinion, all the Ger- 
man troops should be removed from the western front, 
regardless of the consequences, and thrown into the 
struggle against the Russians. Our first objective should 
be to ensure that Central Europe’s eastern front should 
not be pushed any farther west by the Russians than 
could possibly be helped. He touched on the coming 
Yalta Conference, at which, he said, the fate of Ger- 
many and its people would be decided by the Allies. 
When Gehlen had finished speaking, there was silence 
for some time. No one had the heart for cheerful con- 
versation, and we soon silently dispersed. 


The reports we received during the first days of Jan- 
uary confirmed the dates Gehlen had foreseen for the 
Offensive. The Russians had massed troops at the bridge- 
heads in unbelievable numbers. The figures given for 
the artillery and ammunition especially were beyond 
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anything we had estimated, and it was plain that this 
was an unprecedented concentration. The situation was 
so perilous that the High Command decided that Gen- 
eral von Saucken’s Panzer group, which had at last 
been sent to reinforce Army Group Central in January, 
should be held in reserve far enough behind the front 
line to be safe from the heavy Russian fire expected im- 
mediately before the offensive. Command also hoped 
by this decision to keep the Panzers mobile for employ- 
ment where there was greatest need. When Hitler heard 
of this decision, he gave the order that they should be 
drawn up from three to six kilometers behind the front 
line; this meant that they were in the direct line of fire, 
well within Russian artillery range. He gave no reasons 
for this order, and there was no time to have his deci- 
sion reversed, as the Russian offensive was imminent. 

January 12 arrived and with it Marshal Konev’s at- 
tack from the Baranow bridgehead. 

On January 13 Marshal Zhukov began his offensive 
from the Pulawy and Varka bridgeheads. General von 
Saucken’s Panzer corps drawn up in reserve bore their 
share of the heavy Russian artillery fire, which lasted 
some hours and prepared the way for the attack. Every- 
one in the department worked day and night to the 
point of physical exhaustion. A few hours after their ar- 
tillery opened fire, Russian troops were streaming over 
the bridgeheads like water pouring in torrents through 
a breached dam, for all the world as if there had never 
been a German front at all. They pushed rapidly west, 
often entirely disregarding or bypassing German units, 
which soon found themselves completely surrounded 
like islands in a stream. The Russians’ only aim was to 
reach Germany without delay. 

Gehlen spent nearly every day working with us at 
this time. But it was too late for Military Intelligence to 
be of any use. The front lines had collapsed, their com- 
mand posts were destroyed, their officers captured or 
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on the move, searching for safer positions farther west. 
Events at the front moved so quickly that our commu- 
nications with the active troops were cut for days, and 
we had no idea of the latest developments. Large troop 
formations, with whom we had always maintained con- 
stant contact, seemed to disappear completely for days 
at a time. Hitler did, finally, send rail transports of re- 
serves into this storm from the east, but when they 
reached their destinations, they found they were already 
behind the Russian lines. By the fifth and sixth days of 
the Russian offensive Konev’s advance troops had 
reached the edge of the Upper Silesian industrial belt, 
and on the tenth day Glogau on the Oder. 

On January 20 I had to leave my post in Gehlen’s 
department and join General Guderian, who had ap- 
pointed me his aide. One last service I was able to 
perform for Gehlen was to move his family from Sax- 
ony to Bavaria. Gehlen already knew that the Yalta 
Conference had decided that the Russians would retain 
control of Saxony at the end of the war. After that I 
saw the general almost daily at Guderian’s briefings 
until both generals were relieved of their responsibilities 
by Hitler and the Enemy Armies East Department was 
disbanded. 


My reveries were interrupted by Guderian’s an- 
nouncement that we had to leave for the second 
briefing. Shortly after midnight on that wet and chilly 
February night we set off toward a horizon lit by the 
distant glare of fire. Nobody was talking. We were all 
preoccupied and silent, especially Guderian. Soon we 
were Once again turning slowly out of the Hermann- 
Goring-Strasse into the narrow road leading to the Fiih- 
rer’s bunker. The security arrangements were doubly 
strict at night. On every corner there were sentries 
armed with submachine guns and hand grenades. We 
were escorted by one of them from the parking lot to 
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the bunker entrance and there handed over to another. 

The whole bunker construction in the garden of the 
Reich Chancellery was only undertaken in 1944, when 
the shelters and cellars directly beneath the Chancellery 
itself proved too flimsy to provide adequate protection 
for Hitler and his close associates. The underground in- 
stallation in the garden was therefore begun in a great 
hurry and was never properly finished. 

We descended what seemed like countless steps, be- 
tween bare, cold concrete walls. At the bottom we met 
the same SS officers who had checked our papers that 
afternoon. Once again we had to lay down our weapons 
and coats and try to look pleasant and inoffensive while 
the guards ran a trained eye over us. We were allowed 
to proceed to the anteroom, where Guderian was 
greeted by Kaltenbrunner. We were told that Hitler was 
once again closeted with Bormann, and we waited a few 
minutes before the door opened and Bormann asked 
Kaltenbrunner to come in. I watched Kaltenbrunner go, 
trying to analyze the curiously strong antipathy I had 
always felt for him. Perhaps the way he looked had 
something to do with it: His features were coarse and 
brutish; if his dueling scars had not betrayed the former 
student, one would have taken him for a laborer. He 
was six feet tall, with remarkably broad shoulders and 
clawlike hands—whenever he shook hands with me I 
worried. An Austrian by birth, he owed his successful 
career to his political fanaticism, ice-cold ruthlessness 
and love of intrigue. 

He was head of the Reich Security Central Office 
(Reichssicher heitshauptamt), which combined the 
criminal police and the political police, or Gestapo, 
under one administration. His elevation to power had 
come with the assassination of Reinhard Heydrich. 
During the period between Hitler’s seizure of power 
and the beginning of the war, Reichsfiihrer Himmler’s 
deputy, SS Obergruppenfithrer Heydrich, had suc- 
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ceeded in making Himmler heavily dependent on him. 
It was an open secret in Berlin at the time that Hey- 
drich always got his way with Himmler. But in the early 
years of the war some of the other men on Himmler’s 
staff, Walther Schellenberg and Otto Ohlendorf in par- 
ticular, managed to denigrate Heydrich in Himmler’s 
eyes so that his influence was eroded. However, he still 
managed to gain increasing sway over Hitler himself 
and even to wring out of the Fiihrer the post of Reich’s 
Protector in Bohemia-Moravia. Then, in 1943, Hey- 
drich was shot by Czech resistance fighters. Himmler 
was faced with the task of replacing him as head of 
Reich Security, and this time he was determined not to 
appoint anyone who might repeat Heydrich’s feat of ris- 
ing from the ranks of his own staff to become a danger- 
ous rival. So he appointed Kaltenbrunner, who was, at 
the time, head of the criminal police and the Gestapo in 
Vienna. 

For a while Kaltenbrunner played it safe and allowed 
himself to be Himmler’s willing tool. Then he too began 
to intrigue. His ambition made use of the mutual loath- 
ing existing between the three men who made a practice 
of currying favor with Hitler: Goebbels, Himmler and 
Bormann. (Goring was another member of this group, 
but his prestige had suffered so much as a result of the 
disappointing Luftwaffe performance that he was no 
longer a front runner.) Each of these men plotted con- 
stantly to drive his rivals from the field, so that it was a 
serious threat to Bormann’s position when Himmler 
was appointed an army group commander in 1944 and 
began to concentrate more and more openly on build- 
ing up his own military power. Bormann found Kalten- 
brunner a useful stooge. Slowly and discreetly he edged 
him into Hitler’s notice, a maneuver made all the easier 
for him by Himmler’s new Army post, which compelled 
him to spend most of his time with the Army, establish- 
ing his military efficiency. Kaltenbrunner had already 
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risen so high in Hitler’s estimation that the Fithrer now 
gave orders directly to him, without conveying them 
through Himmler in the routine way. 

My thoughts were interrupted by the appearance of 
Hitler, Bormann and Kaltenbrunner together. We ex- 
changed brief greetings and then filed into the confer- 
ence room. It was a small, bare place, with gray- 
painted walls, containing only a single brown bench set 
against one wall, a large map table and a desk chair. 
There were very few people present, and Hitler imme- 
diately asked Guderian to report on the situation in the 
east, Guderian took full advantage of this rare opportu- 
nity and launched into another desperate plea for his 
plan to check the Soviet advance. He spoke in a harsh, 
emphatic tone, beginning with the central theme of the 
immediate threat to Berlin. He stressed that, with Ber- 
lin, all Germany would stand or fall; he spoke of the 
need to keep open the door of escape for millions of 
German refugees from the east and of Stalin’s order 
giving Soviet troops, as they advanced, three days’ 
license to murder, rape and plunder. He insisted that 
one more attempt must be made to ward off this danger 
and to gain time. 

After a short silence Hitler asked, in a cold, expres- 
sionless voice, about the strength of the Russian spear- 
head advancing on Berlin. General Gehlen advised that, 
in terms of troops, the Russians were about five times 
as strong as the Germans and, in terms of tanks, artil- 
lery and ammunition supplies, the ratio was much more 
unfavorable to the German armies. Gehlen began to lay 
out his maps to demonstrate this crushing Russian su- 
periority more clearly, but Hitler brushed him aside. 

At this point Guderian plunged ahead with his plan 
for Pomerania, describing it again in minute detail: he 
stressed once more the hopelessness of our situation 
and the urgent necessity of this final plan: the immedi- 
ate extrication of the two Courland armies; the massing 
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of absolutely all available reserves within the Reich and 
Italy for immediate transfer to Pomerania; the redirec- 
tion from the Ardennes of the Sixth SS Armored Divi- 
sion under Sepp Dietrich (the strongest German ar- 
mored unit), regardless of any weakening of the 
western front. With this fighting force of thirty to forty 
divisions and about 1,500 tanks, Guderian intended to 
mount attacks south from Pomerania and northeast 
from the area around Glogau. He hoped, by this means, 
to avert the immediate threat to Berlin and to establish 
a strong line of defense along the border fortifications 
on the old German-Polish frontier known as the Tirsch- 
tiegel position. Everything was to be wagered on this 
one last card. Guderian was talking passionately now, 
paying no heed to Hitler’s dismissive gestures. To sub- 
stantiate his plan, he thrust under Hitler’s nose maps, 
diagrams and calculations drawn up by General Gehlen 
and his staff from air reconnaissance, intelligence re- 
ports and the statements of prisoners and deserters. 

Hitler remained silent, staring blankly at the maps 
with his hands clasped together. Guderian was ex- 
hausted; he looked at Hitler for a reply, but for a while 
there was no response at all. The silence grew more and 
more oppressive, interrupted only by the occasional 
muffled thud of exploding incendiary bombs. I held my 
breath while the fate of the German east was being de- 
cided. Hitler stood up slowly, limped a few paces, and 
stared into space. Suddenly he stopped and dismissed 
us quickly and coldly, without making a single com- 
ment on the urgent plea he had heard. Only Bormann 
stayed behind. The last die was cast. 
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CHAPTER IV 


The Generals and Hitler’s Men 


Hitler ignored the suggestions of his General Staff in 
reaching his decisions. So little faith, in fact, did he 
have in their advice, that late in March, 1945, he dis- 
charged Guderian and reduced Gehlen’s Enemy Armies 
East Department of Military Intelligence to a mere 
rump, incapable of effective work. The twenty-two divi- 
sions of the Sixteenth and Eighteenth armies stayed in 
Courland. The Sixth SS Panzer Army from the Ar- 
dennes and some other divisions from the western front 
and from Italy were transferred to Hungary, not to 
Pomerania, where the German troops were engaged in 
a vain struggle against far superior numbers. In the area 
between Lake Balaton and Budapest, around Stuhl- 
weissenburg, 1,200 tanks were collected for an assault 
which was totally senseless in view of the situation at 
the gates of Berlin. Here in Hungary the Sixth Army 
and the Sixth Panzer Army under Sepp Dietrich (to- 
gether forming the Balk Army Group), a cavalry corps 
and parts of the Third Hungarian Army were assem- 
bled. Hitler’s idea was to attack to the south and east 
with these forces, in order to regain the area from Pécs 
to the junction of the Danube and the Drava, to slot 
Budapest back into the German system of defenses, and 
to make the Danube up to the influx of the Drava the 
backbone of the German defenses in Hungary. The 
Offensive in Pomerania, on the other hand, was 
launched only by parts of the frail Third Panzer Army 
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and parts of the Eleventh Army with not more than 
500 tanks altogether. 

Guderian had not given up easily. Even in early 
March he was still trying, using Gehlen’s detailed calcu- 
lations of the enemy strength and position, to dissuade 
Hitler from his plans. The only result of these efforts, 
however, was that both of them, Guderian and Gehlen, 
made themselves more and more unpopular with Hitler. 
There was one occasion in particular, when Gehlen was 
delivering a report on the situation, during which he 
once again offered conclusive facts, worked out with 
expert precision, about Soviet intentions and troop con- 
centrations. Hitler declared imperiously and with a 
great show of emotion, “I utterly reject these puerie 
offerings from the General Staff. It takes a genius to 
recognize the enemy’s intentions and then to draw the 
conclusions necessary for leadership. And no genius 
would ever bother with such mechanical pedantry.” 

Things got so bad that whenever Guderian or Gehlen 
presented Hitler with unpalatable news or facts, he 
would forbid them to address him “in such a one-sided 
and biased way.” More than once he even said that he 
must follow his instinct for military leadership unin- 
fluenced by others, obeying only his inspiration. There 
were few occasions when Hitler’s instinct to dominate 
gave way. It happened once, toward the end, when I 
was still accompanying Guderian to conferences. 

The date was March 12, 1945. The conference in the 
Reich Chancellery began as usual at 4 P.M. Once re- 
ports on the situations in the east and west had been 
given, as well as reports by the Luftwaffe and the Navy, 
everybody taking part in the conference left the room, 
with the exception of Guderian and Bormann, who 
were requested to stay with Hitler. Guderian kept me 
back, too, with the papers covering the eastern front. 
Hitler was expecting Panzer General von Saucken, who 
was to be briefed on his new command immediately 
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after the conference. On March 19 Von Saucken was 
commissioned by Hitler to lead the Second Army 
Group, which was fighting in the area of Danzig, 
Gdynia and the Vistula delta. It was entirely dependent 
on its own resources, except for a tenuous link across 
the Frische Nehrung with the vestiges of the Fourth 
Army, and otherwise quite cut off from the rest of Ger- 
many. 

In 1939 Von Saucken had set out from East Prussia 
to fight in Poland as a cavalryman. Later on, when the 
German armored forces expanded, he had to exchange 
his horse for a tank, and with his former cavalry troop- 
ers he had become the leader of one of the best ar- 
mored units in the Army. Von Saucken had not distin- 
guished himself again until the end of January and 
beginning of February, 1945, when, with his tank 
corps, he successfully fought his way back from the 
smashed Vistula front in the rear of the victorious Rus- 
sian assault units and reached the Oder near Steinau. 
Early in February Von Saucken crossed the Oder with 
his corps and on February 4 joined the German de- 
fenses. Von Saucken held the Knight’s Cross with oak 
leaves and swords. 

Giinsche, Hitler’s personal adjutant, came in and an- 
nounced the arrival of Panzer General von Saucken. 
We were standing beside Hitler, who was seated at the 
map table, when Von Saucken came in. Slim, elegant, 
his left hand resting casually on his cavalry saber, his 
monocle in his eye, Von Saucken saluted and gave a 
slight bow. This was three “outrages” at once. He had 
not given the Nazi salute with raised arm and the words 
“Heil Hitler,” as had been regulation since July 20, 
1944, he had not surrendered his weapon on entering 
the operations room, and he had kept his monocle in his 
eye when saluting Hitler. I looked back and forth from 
Hitler to Von Saucken, expecting something terrible to 
happen. Guderian and Bormann too were standing as if 
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turned to stone, But nothing happened, nothing at all. 
Hitler very briefly asked Guderian to inform Von 
Saucken about the military position in East Prussia and 
the Danzig area, where Von Saucken was to take over 
the Second Army Group. When Guderian had finished, 
Hitler began to speak. He developed Guderian’s re- 
marks, with some digressions, and gave Von Saucken 
instructions about the battle he and the Second Army 
Group were to fight. 

Von Saucken listened in silence to all of Guderian’s 
and Hitler’s remarks. He was standing right beside Hit- 
ler at the map table. After a short pause, as if to take a 
deep breath, Hitler continued. He indicated to Von 
Saucken that in the battle area in and around Danzig he 
would have to accept the authority of Gauleiter Forster 
and that his, Von Saucken’s, duties would be confined 
to purely military matters. The ultimate responsibility 
and power of command for this whole area was to be 
retained by Gauleiter Albert Forster. Hitler paused 
and looked up at Von Saucken as if inviting comment. 
The latter stiffened, returned Hitler’s gaze with his 
monocle in his eye, and, striking the marble slab of the 
map table with the flat of his hand, replied, “I have no 
intention, Herr Hitler, of placing myself under the or- 
ders of a Gauleiter?’ One could have heard a pin drop 
on the carpet. It seemed to me that Hitler shrank physi- 
cally from the general’s words. His face looked even 
more waxen, his body more bowed than ever. 

Guderian was the first to break the silence, urging 
Von Saucken to be sensible in an admonishing, com- 
radely tone. Even Bormann joined in. But General Von 
Saucken’s only reply was: “I have no intention what- 
soever of doing so.” Guderian and Bormann could 
think of nothing further to say. It seemed that the si- 
lence that followed would never end. Then Hitler an- 
swered, in a weak, expressionless voice, “All right, Von 
Saucken, keep the command to yourself.” A few more 
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trifling matters followed. Hitler dismissed the general, 
without shaking his hand, and Von Saucken left the 
room with the merest hint of a bow. 

In the final weeks Hitler lost not only his powers of 
resistance but also much of his former decisiveness and 
intellectual energy. This may have been because he, like 
others, was not equal to the terrible strain, but it may 
also have resulted from the continual use of drugs. At 
any rate it was obvious that it was not only his body 
which was showing symptoms of breakdown, but his 
mind too. The shaking of his head and the trembling of 
the left side of his body, which was especially apparent 
in his arm and hand, were increasing. His movements 
had become still more shambling, his posture more 
bent. When walking, he would place his right hand on 
his left, and when sitting, he would cross his right leg 
over his left, in order to conceal the trembling of his 
limbs from others. He grew increasingly. vacillating and 
indecisive. At the beginning of March, for example, 
twenty-two pursuit tanks were to be sent by the quick- 
est route to support the troops fighting in the Rhine- 
land. Owing to the absolute air superiority of the Allies 
and to the extensive destruction of the rail network, 
such a venture was no longer a matter of hours, but of 
days. At first Hitler ordered that the tanks be sent to 
the Pirmasens area; then, when the situation on the 
Moselle steadily deteriorated, he revised the order to 
“the Trier area.” When they failed to arrive there on 
time, they were diverted in the direction of Coblenz. 
Hitler then ordered still more detours, until finally no- 
body had any idea where the tanks really were. The 
result was that they never reached the front but fell in- 
stead into the hands of the Americans in as good condi- 
tion as when they had left the factory. 


The Russians were already on the near side of the 
Oder, close enough to threaten Berlin, when Hitler or- 
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dered that preparations be made to transfer the entire 
headquarters to central Germany. Parts of the govern- 
ment and the military leadership were to be accom- 
modated near the Army training ground at Ohrd- 
ruf in Thuringia. But the American troops who crossed 
the Rhine west of Darmstadt reached this area—“Olga 
headquarters”—with their advanced motorized units 
much sooner than the German leaders. Advance de- 
tachments and intelligence staff had to break off work 
hurriedly and move to “Serail,” the name given to the 
Berchtesgaden area, which Hitler had in the meantime 
designated as the new site of the headquarters. All su- 
perfluous material, files and inessential staff were sent 
there in hope that they could be recovered at some later 
stage. But when the Russians broke out of Hungary 
deeper and deeper into Austria and Bohemia, when 
Vienna had fallen and there was no further room for 
any possible doubt about the collapse of the Oder front 
protecting Berlin, Hitler abandoned the Serail plan 
again and looked toward Schleswig-Holstein. Even- 
tually Hitler stayed put in Berlin with a small com- 
mand staff, totally unprepared, lacking particularly 
means of communication and other facilities necessary 
for directing operations. 

Advance American armored units were already west 
of Magdeburg and in the neighborhood of Dessau- 
Aken, when there was some discussion at one of the 
conferences whether the bridges on the Elbe should be 
blown up, particularly the valuable and strategically im- 
portant Autobahn bridge. Hitler vacillated. Three times 
I had to relay his orders about this to the relevant for- 
tress section in the Army High Command, and twice I 
had to retract them. Each time a whole chain of com- 
mand was alerted, reaching all the way to those on the 
spot at the bridges. In the end nobody knew what his 
orders really were and what was really to be done. 

The fighting dragged on, creating ever greater havoc. 
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Bridges were blown up; village after village and town 
after town were turned into rubble and ashes. Anything 
which had survived the bombs was reduced to debris by 
shellfire. Germany was losing an irreplaceable cultural 
inheritance. But the idea of giving up this senseless 
struggle still did not seem to enter Adolf Hitler’s head. 
One example may serve to show the state of his mind 
on the subject. 

When the Americans were approaching Miinster in 
Westphalia, Cardinal Galen drove out to meet them to 
surrender the city. The cardinal was an uncompromis- 
ing Opponent of the Nazis, who had never shrunk from 
sharp, overt criticism of the excesses of the regime, un- 
deterred by threats of any kind. He wanted only to save 
human lives and preserve the few remaining cultural 
treasures in the city from certain destruction. The news 
of the capitulation of Miinster was contained in a report 
conveyed to Hitler in the anteroom to the conference 
room in his bunker, where he was just greeting those 
present. I was standing only a few feet away from him. 
His face turned into a rage-distorted grimace. In a 
frenzy of hate he burst out, “If I ever lay hands on that 
swine, I'll have him hanged.” 


Internal clashes in Hitler’s inner circle continued as 
before. While the battle for the East Prussian border 
was still going on, Guderian had issued an order deal- 
ing with the training and operation of the Home Guard 
(Volkssturm). Bormann regarded this order as tres- 
passing on his territory. Violent clashes ensued, and 
Guderian had to give way. A short time later another 
dispute again arose between these two, this time over 
the Nazi leadership officers who were attached to every 
unit after the assassination attempt of July 20. They 
were a new equivalent to the political commissars in the 
Red Army, responsible for the general political “super- 
vision” of the soldiers, but chiefly of the officers. Some 
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of these Nazi leadership officers chose this moment to 
get in touch with Bormann directly and to report to him 
on “the defeatist attitude of the officer corps in the 
Army group in Silesia.” The allegations, which were not 
even checked, were exaggerated in both their scope and 
the form they took. Bormann of course wasted no time 
in passing this on to Hitler, who immediately took Gu- 
derian to task about it. Guderian then wrote a sharp note 
to Bormann, saying that he would not tolerate interfer- 
ence from him in matters which did not concern him, 
and he ordered that the Nazi officers who had reported 
direct to Bormann be severely disciplined because they 
had not gone through the proper military channels. 
They were, in fact, subject to the direct authority of the 
Army, not of the party. 

Waffen SS General Fegelein, Himmler’s permanent 
representative at Hitler’s headquarters, was at the cen- 
ter of another storm involving Guderian. Fegelein’s be- 
havior towards older, distinguished military officers and 
government Officials was marked by an offensive arro- 
gance and rudeness. Although he was only about 
thirty-seven years old, he interrupted everybody, re- 
gardless of rank and age, even when what he had to 
offer as comment or criticism was complete nonsense. 
In March, 1945, Guderian was outlining the situation 
in Pomerania at a conference when Fegelein in- 
terrupted him, saying that Guderian’s facts and fig- 
ures were all lies and waving a piece of paper with a 
few typed figures. Afterward it emerged that all Fege- 
lein’s figures were completely wrong. 

But the most significant of these personal dramas in- 
volved Goring; who increasingly was made to feel that 
Hitler no longer trusted him. For some weeks Goring 
had appeared in a Luftwaffe uniform without decora- 
tions. In view of the circumstances, he seemed to con- 
sider it appropriate to substitute a simpler form of dress 
for the pale blue buckskin uniform with red high- 
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topped boots of Russian leather, golden spurs and elab- 
orate headgear or other garish accessories in which he 
used regularly to appear. His interest in things military 
also seemed to be flagging more and more. Previously 
during situation conferences he had leaned way over 
the table and across the map, so that anyone standing 
behind him could see absolutely nothing. In the middle 
of a talk by Guderian or Jodl he would move his fat 
fingers over the map to try to emphasize his views, even 
when they revealed a total absence of military exper- 
tise. On one occasion I witnessed the climax of Goring’s 
bad manners at a nighttime conference in the bunker. 
We were standing around the map table; Goring was 
the only one sitting opposite Hitler. The table was cov- 
ered with big General Staff maps. GGring ostentatiously 
showed his boredom, yawning continuously in appar- 
ently genuine fatigue. In the end he got fed up with the 
whole business, picked up his green morocco briefcase, 
rested his elbows on the table, and buried his plump 
head in the soft leather. Hitler didn’t seem to notice 
him at all. Goring may very well have been asleep by 
the time Hitler asked him quietly, almost softly in fact, 
to move his elbows, as the map on top had to be pulled 
away. 

But during one particular conference in the Chancel- 
lery, while General Christian was reporting on the situ- 
ation in the air, Hitler suddenly interrupted him in 
mid-sentence with the familiar nonsensical inquiry 
about how many of the latest type of fighter had come 
off the assembly line. Christian tried to duck the issue, 
but from his excuse it emerged only too clearly that not 
a single new aircraft was airborne. For a moment Hitler 
was silent. Then his fists clenched convulsively, red 
blotches appeared on his pale face, and biting his lower 
lip, he looked across at Goring, enraged: “Goring, your 
Luftwaffe is no longer worth keeping as an independent 
branch of the armed forces.” Vicious insults followed. 
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Hitler threatened to dissolve the entire Luftwaffe and 
merge it with the Army. He completely lost control of 
himself and went so far as to threaten Goring, in the 
presence Of us all, with reduction to the rank of private 
and with drafting into the infantry at the front. He 
treated the Reich marshal like a schoolboy. Finally, 
when Hitler had quieted down again, Gdring withdrew 
into the anteroom and hurriedly downed a few bran- 
dies. As so often happened when Hitler was in a bad 
mood, one person after another disappeared from the 
conference room into the anteroom, to avoid being the 
next to invoke his wrath. If further questions were 
raised, adjutants or orderlies had to bring back their 
skulking chiefs. 


In addition to everything else, March, 1945, was a 
month of personnel problems. It was difficult to find 
suitable commanders to continue the war. During one 
conference Guderian reminded Hitler of Field Marshal 
Fritz von Manstein and suggested his reinstatement. 
Von Manstein with his Eleventh Army had captured 
Sebastopol and been one of the most successful com- 
manders in the southern sector of the eastern front. He 
had also played a decisive part as a member of the 
General Staff in drawing up the plans for the successful 
major offensives at the war’s outset. But he made the 
“unpardonable mistake” of warning Hitler repeatedly 
about the way he was conducting the war in the east. 
When Guderian now suggested Von Manstein again, 
Hitler replied, “If I had forty magnificently equipped 
assault divisions which could deal the enemy a decisive 
blow, Von Manstein would be the only possible choice 
as commander of these troops. He is probably the most 
able officer to emerge from the ranks of the present 
General Staff. In the situation as it now stands, how- 
ever, he is of no use to me. He has no faith in National 
Socialism. He is therefore unable to stand up to the 
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stresses a general faces in the German military situation 
of today.” 

It was in March too that the collapse of the Lake Ba- 
laton offensive, begun on March 6 and 7, was reported 
to Hitler. Forgetting that he himself had ordered the 
offensive, he indulged in one of his awesome fits of fre- 
netic rage. In his opinion the only reason for the failure 
was a lack of the proverbial fanatic dedication on the 
part of the commander of the Southern Army Group, 
General Wohler. With fists clenched he shouted at Gu- 
derian, “Wohler has always taken a negative and arro- 
gant attitude toward National Socialism. He is 
incapable of inspiration. How could I expect a man like 
that to stand up to such grueling ordeals?” 

Wohler was dismissed at once. 

Another of the Fiihrer’s victims was Colonel von 
Bonin. His downfall followed the collapse of the Ger- 
man Vistula front after the start of the Russian 
offensive on January 12, 13 and 14, 1945. At this junc- 
ture Hitler had issued the famous “fortress” order, 
according to which “fortresses” had to be held and de- 
fended in all circumstances “to the last man and to the 
last drop of blood.” The term “fortresses” did not 
mean, as one might suppose, fortified towns or sites 
boasting armored fortress works, supply depots, artil- 
lery strength and large garrisons and therefore particu- 
larly well placed to resist enemy attacks over a long 
period. It referred instead to unfortified towns or locali- 
ties which were designated as fortresses by Hitler be- 
fore or even during an attack, on account of their posi- 
tion in the traffic network or for some other reason. 
With a very few exceptions, they had nothing what- 
soever in common with the traditional concept of a for- 
tress other than Hitler’s demand that they be used for 
this purpose. 

Warsaw was one of these places which were sup- 
posed to be defended to the last man. Five thousand 
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men were stationed there under the command of a gen- 
eral. The fortress order reached the commanding officer 
in Warsaw twelve hours too late. So the German garri- 
son withdrew on January 16 and 17, 1945. Hitler 
blamed Von Bonin, at that time chief of the Opera- 
tional Staff, Army High Command, for the tardy arrival 
of the order, and although he had no proof that it was 
his fault, he handed him and his two assistants over to 
the Gestapo. Von Bonin disappeared into the prison 
near the Lehrter railway station in Berlin and from 
there into a concentration camp. Later, when the sub- 
ject of the appointment of a fortress commandant at 
Frankfurt an der Oder was under discussion, Jodl said 
to Hitler, “If you want the best and ablest officer for the 
defence of the fortress at Frankfurt, Fiihrer, there is 
only one possible choice. I refer, of course, to Colonel 
von Bonin.” 

Hitler flared up immediately. “Any man who can’t 
carry out my orders promptly,” he bristled, “is of no 
use to me!” That was the end of the matter, and Colo- 
nel von Bonin remained in the concentration camp until 
the end of the war. 

Hitler’s fury was even worse when he was informed 
of the defeat or—as he saw it—the failure of a dedi- 
cated Nazi; he never took the trouble to check the ac- 
curacy of his information or investigate the causes of 
the defeat. On April 14, 1945, Hitler was told of the 
fall of Vienna. The Sixth SS Panzer Army, led by SS 
Lieutenant General Sepp Dietrich, had fought in 
Austria in the area around Vienna. This veteran Nazi 
had been the leader of the “Leibstandarte Adolf Hitler” 
(Hitler’s personal SS regiment) before 1933. These di- 
visions were among the toughest and most battle-tried 
left in the German Army at this point. Yet when Hitler 
heard of the retreat of the Sixth SS Panzer Army and 
the fall of Vienna, he raved like a madman and sent the 
following radio message to Dietrich: “The Fiibrer is of 
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the opinion that the troops did not fight as the situation 
demanded and orders that the SS divisions ‘Adolf 
Hitler,’ ‘Das Reich,’ ‘Skull’ and ‘Hohenstaufen’ be 
stripped of their armbands.” 

The armbands on the forearm of their uniforms had 
the same symbolic meaning, or at least they were sup- 
posed to, as the traditional badges of the “Old Army.” 
On receiving the message from Hitler, Dietrich radioed 
back that he would sooner shoot himself than obey. 


In February and March, 1945, developments in the 
west were as catastrophic as in the east. The American 
and British armies flooded farther and farther into Ger- 
many, crossing the Rhine first at Remagen and swiftly 
establishing other bridgeheads across the river. There 
was hardly a pause in their advance. At this point 
Hitler, supported by Goebbels’ propaganda machine, 
proclaimed the adoption of the fighting methods and 
organization called Werewolf—that is, fighting by am- 
bush. Modeled mainly on the Russian and Polish parti- 
sans, this equivalent of the underground movements in 
formerly German-occupied countries was to be created 
overnight out of thin air. Children, women, girls and 
old men—all were to be involved; all were to destroy 
the enemy in hit-and-run strikes. 

Did Hitler really imagine this desperate enterprise 
could produce any military success or in any way delay 
the overall outcome of the war? Did he really think the 
German people would follow him into annihilation? Or 
did he see himself as the principal figure in a huge, hor- 
rifically realistic Wagner opera, standing in the midst of 
the flames? Did he want to drag the whole nation with 
him into the “Twilight of the gods” of his “thousand- 
year Reich”? It is difficult to say what went on in the 
mind of this man. Hitler had long since lost contact 
with the people; he no longer knew them. They were 
sick of war, totally exhausted and bled dry after almost 
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six years, with all the terrors of bombing. They wanted 
peace. The Werewolf group, even if it were to achieve 
only a modicum of success, would have had to be pre- 
pared well in advance. In Russia and in the Ukraine 
partisan warfare had been a success because, among 
other reasons, the fronts extended far too long, and 
Germany did not have enough troops to man these vast 
areas. In France, Norway and Denmark it had suc- 
ceeded because the underground movements in these 
countries were supported with weapons and propa- 
ganda by the Allies and because these nations could 
rely on assistance from abroad in the near future. In 
Germany none of these things was true. 

It very soon became clear that the newly formed 
Werewolf group was completely ineffectual against the 
rapid Allied advance. By then even Hitler’s elite troops 
no longer responded to his appeals. When the Sixth SS 
Mountain Division, which had been brought in from 
Norway, was surrounded by American troops in the 
Taunus mountains, Hitler gave this 5,000-strong divi- 
sion the order to split up into small parties and join the 
Werewolf organization. But they failed to respond to 
this call. 

While the Werewolf operation in the west was sup- 
posed to play at the very least a delaying role, a propa- 
ganda and press campaign was launched in eastern 
Germany to incite the civilian population to the most 
extreme resistance against the Red Army. In the middle 
of March, 1945, even Guderian was drawn into this 
press campaign. By this time the terrible, endless 
stream of despairing refugees from the east had grown 
to a torrent. On both sides of the major roads from the 
east there had arisen a wall of broken-down vehicles, of 
people and animals starved or frozen to death. Train 
after train rolled into the stations in Berlin with refu- 
gees from the east, many of whom had been snowed 
under in open cattle wagons and had died of frostbite. 
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Everywhere there was unspeakable misery and distress. 

But Adolf Hitler saw none of this, or did not want to 
see it, for fear of impairing his “inspiration.” During the 
last years of the war he rarely left his headquarters near 
Rastenburg in East Prussia, set amid magnificent graz- 
ing lands, great forests and lakes. This peace and 
beauty were in strange contrast with the terrors of the 
war. But for Hitler the war consisted only of figures, of 
blue and red lines on the General Staff maps. He never 
once arranged to be shown films of the actual destruc- 
tion caused by bombing, which might have given him at 
least a vague picture of the reality. What could Hitler 
possibly know about the sufferings of his people? His 
closest associates in the party and in government took 
great pains to keep everything unpleasant away from 
him, so as not to disturb this fatal self-deception, al- 
though it is impossible to say whether they did so out of 
weakness of character, cowardice and fear of Hitler, or 
insufficient courage in recognizing the truth about 
themselves. Hitler had once called Churchill a “military 
idiot,” but while Churchill was clambering over the 
rubble of London and inspiring the people with fresh 
courage, even visiting his soldiers just behind the front 
lines, smoking his cigar and armed with a walking stick, 
Adolf Hitler crawled off to hide in the forests of East 
Prussia behind barricades of heavily armed sentries and 
did not appear at the front or among the civilian popu- 
lation in the bomb-ravaged cities. Only once did he cast 
a quick glance over the destruction in Berlin. That was 
in November, 1944, when he left his headquarters at 
Wolf’s Lair near Rastenburg and traveled, via Berlin, to 
the neighborhood of Bad Nauheim. As he passed 
through the suburbs of Berlin in his special train, he 
was appalled by the devastation. He had not had the 
slightest idea, so he remarked to those around him, that 
the effects of bombing were so devastating. Yet, on the 
other hand, he found enough time to busy himself with 
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the most trivial things. Matters of state and military de- 
cisions affecting the life and death of thousands had to 
wait when there was a new medal to be designed. As 
late as March, 1945, he arranged that sketches for a 
new medal be brought from the factories for his inspec- 
tion. He could spend hours, too, on his fantastic plans 
for the reconstruction of Berlin and other German 
cities. It may be objected that this represented recrea- 
tion and relaxation for him,.that Roosevelt too had his 
stamp collection, but the “idiots” Churchill and Roose- 
velt at least had enough sense to leave military business 
to their generals. 

Hitler saw himself as both supreme statesman and 
supreme military commander. But he would allow no 
one else to try to combine politics with fighting. In spite 
of this, when, early in 1945, the economic, as well as 
the military, situation began to drift hopelessly, Gude- 
rian felt himself compelled to intervene. On the evening 
of January 23, the envoy, Dr. Barandon, had arrived to 
present himself to Guderian in his capacity as the new 
liaison officer between the Reich Foreign Ministry and 
the Chief of the General Staff. On his first visit Baran- 
don received from Guderian such a revealing and can- 
did account of the causes and the scope of the collapse 
of the German eastern front since January 12, 1945, 
that probably the only parallel he could find for the 
military situation at that time was the collapse of the 
front in October, 1918. The climax of Guderian’s re- 
marks was a demand to the Foreign Office for immedi- 
ate armistice negotiations with our adversaries in the 
west. 

During the night Barandon conveyed the inescapable 
conclusions of this interview to the Reich Foreign Min- 
istry. But such nocturnal negotiations met with no re- 
sponse. In the Foreign Office they were not prepared to 
ask Hitler for a decision on the possibility of an armi- 
stice, let alone unconditional capitulation to the West- 
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ern powers, Two days later Guderian most urgently re- 
peated his appeal to the Foreign Office for immediate 
armistice negotiations in the west, but this time without 
an intermediary. These exchanges took place on Janu- 
ary 25. Once again there was no result. 

The negotiations between Guderian and the Foreign 
Office came to Hitler’s attention on that same day 
through a note from Ambassador Walther Hewel, the 
permanent representative of the Foreign Office at the 
Fiihrer’s headquarters. At the conference held on the 
same evening Hitler referred trenchantly to his Basic 
Order No. 1, which he had issued in 1939, at the 
beginning of the war. In this order it was laid down that 
nobody was entitled to pass information from his own 
sphere of duty to other departments. Hitler reinforced 
his remarks with the words, “So if the Chief of the Gen- 
eral Staff informs the Foreign Office about the military 
situation in the east, with the intention of securing their 
intervention in favor of an armistice, he is thereby com- 
mitting treason.” 

Later Guderian tried several times to intervene polit- 
ically, aiming for an immediate armistice in the west. In 
the middle of March, 1945, he learned from neutral 
radio stations about certain peace soundings taken by a 
Dr. Hesse in Stockholm. Once again the envoy Dr. Ba- 
randon acted as intermediary between Guderian and the 
Foreign Office. But these conversations in the Wilhelm- 
Strasse, to which I accompanied the Colonel General, 
ended like the rest without any positive outcome. 

Guderian and Barandon realized there was no sense 
in making efforts to obtain an armistice through the 
Foreign Office. It was probably not the right approach 
in wartime. Moreover, in the course of the war the dip- 
lomats had increasingly lost their influence on Hitler 
and had been largely discredited in his eyes. (This de- 
velopment, taken to its logical conclusion, found ex- 
pression in Hitler’s Political Testament. ) 
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Guderian therefore resolved to make further efforts 
toward the same end through Himmler and Goring. On 
the day after the second interview in the Foreign Office, 
Guderian went to the headquarters of the Army Group 
Vistula at Prenzlau to see Himmler, its commander, 
and to try to persuade him to resign his post. Himmler 
resigned, without raising any objections. He was prob- 
ably glad to make this decision anyway. One reason for 
his readiness to oblige may have been a certain recogni- 
tion of the truth about himself; another may also have 
been the fact that by resigning he was regaining his old 
freedom of movement. (His successor was Colonel 
General Heinrici, who until this juncture had led an 
Army group in Slovakia.) At this meeting in Prenzlau, 
Guderian also discussed with Himmler the necessity of 
immediate armistice negotiations. Shortly afterward, on 
March 21, the two of them met in the Reich Chancel- 
lery, and Guderian harangued Himmler once again on 
the same subject, with great urgency. Himmler ap- 
peared receptive but refused to give Guderian any sup- 
port whatsoever, believing that Hitler would have him 
shot if he were even to approach him with proposals of 
that kind, let alone demands. 

Once again, Hitler heard of this conversation on the 
same day, and at the conference that evening, March 
21, he urged Guderian, in a way which left no room for 
misunderstanding, to take a cure at a spa because of his 
“heart complaint.” Guderian did not, however, immedi- 
ately comply with Hitler’s “wish,” because the man 
named as his successor, General Hans Krebs, was not 
yet completely recovered from a head injury. 

Working against time, Guderian and Barandon hast- 
ily decided to approach Géring. Himmler, who was let 
in on the secret, offered to speak to Goring himself. At 
Karinhall, Goring’s private palace, the two of them had 
a discussion lasting some four hours. Goring, too, was 
persuaded of the necessity for immediate armistice ne- 
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gotiations, but like the others, he refused to approach 
Hitler. He too was firmly convinced that Hitler would 
throw him out or even have him locked up. Thus 
Guderian’s endeavors to bring the war to a speedy end, 
or at least the war against the Western Allies, ended in 
failure, in spite of his dedication and disregard of per- 
sonal risk. At the same time his involvement on the 
military side was also drawing to a close. 


Pushing past Kistrin on both sides, the Russians, in 
the course of their winter offensive, had formed a small 
bridgehead on the west bank of the Oder, to the west of 
Kiistrin. By smaller operations during February and 
March they continually enlarged this bridgehead, which 
presented the gravest threat to Berlin. On March 10 
Kietz, a suburb of Kiistrin, was lost. On March 13 Kiis- 
trin, which had previously been declared a “fortress” by 
Hitler, was surrounded by the Russians. SS Lieutenant 
General Reinefarth was appointed by Hitler as fortress 
commandant of Kiistrin. Under pressure from head- 
quarters, on March 23 and 24 the Ninth Army under 
General Busse made the first attempt to crush the bridge~ 
head or at least to restore links with Kiistrin. For this 
venture General Busse had at his disposal the Twenti- 
eth and Twenty-fifth Panzer Grenadier divisions. Since 
the Soviets had understandably organized huge concen- 
trations of troops and, above all, artillery in the Kiistrin 
bridgehead and our forces with their two divisions were 
far too weak, nothing was achieved. Our own losses 
were very high, owing especially to the enemy artillery. 

Guderian now stepped in and added two further divi- 
sions to the Ninth Army for a repetition of the attack. 
On March 27 the assault on the Kiistrin bridgehead, 
carried out by the Twentieth and Twenty-fifth Panzer 
Grenadier divisions, the “Fiihrer-escort” Division and 
the “Miincheberg” Division, achieved by dint of sur- 
prise an initial advance to a depth of about three kil- 
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ometers. Then the attack was halted, with heavy losses 
on our side. It had proved impossible to eliminate the 
bridgehead or to restore our links with Kiistrin. About 
lunchtime on March 27 the commander of the Vistula 
Army Group, Colonel General Heinrici, reported the 
failure of the attack on Kiistrin to Guderian. I well re- 
member how dejected Guderian was when he received 
the news. He had firmly believed we might achieve at 
least a partial success. The men had fought well, but 
they had been overwhelmingly outnumbered. It was in 
this spirit that Guderian reported the failure to Hitler 
on the same afternoon at the situation conference in the 
Reich Chancellery. At this news, Hitler completely lost 
control of himself and launched into wild abuse of Gen- 
eral Busse. Hitler’s attitude was totally unfair; his re- 
criminations against Busse and his men lacked .any 
sense of reality whatsoever. At the conclusion of this 
stormy interview he requested Guderian to report to 
him with General Busse on March 28 at 2 P.M., to give 
an account of the battle. On the same day, late on 
March 27, Guderian delivered a letter to Hitler, in 
which he reported on the operation at Kiistrin and the 
preparations for it. Lucidly and objectively he set out 
the proportionate strength of the German assault units 
to the defending Soviet forces and the catastrophic level 
of our own losses. In the concluding sentence of his let- 
ter he rejected in unusually sharp terms the grave 
charges Hitler had made against General Busse that af- 
ternoon. 

On March 28 Guderian and Busse appeared in the 
Reich Chancellery at the time set by Hitler. After an 
impersonal and frosty greeting Busse was made to start 
at once on his report. But he had not even got beyond 
the introductory sentences when Hitler engulfed him in 
a torrent of purely personal abuse. His angry re- 
proaches were directed not only at Busse, but also at the 
troops who had carried out the assault. Then Gude- 
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rian’s loud, forceful voice cut short Hitler’s tirade. In 
spite of his agitation, he clearly and unambiguously 
hurled at Hitler the arguments he had used the evening 
before, word for word. He completely rejected Hitler’s 
recriminations about the planning, the leadership and 
the troops. Hitler could not get another word in. He 
slumped further and further down in his chair, the color 
draining from his face. 

But then, suddenly, he got up from his armchair with 
an agility which nobody present would have thought 
possible. His face was marked by large red blotches. 
His left arm, the whole left side of his body, was trem- 
bling more violently than usual, and it looked as if he 
were about to throw himself at Guderian and attack 
him physically. Guderian stood rooted to the spot like 
the rest of those present. For some seconds it was so 
quiet that the agitated breathing of the two men could 
be clearly heard. Then Hitler poured out a torrent of 
invective, accusation and loathing. The subject was no 
longer Kiistrin and the battles of the Oder—but Gude- 
rian and the General Staff and the whole Officers’ Corps. 
Hitler laid the blame for every failure in the last few 
months at their door. Here again, in its most extreme 
form, the gulf between the old Officers’ Corps and the 
party was revealed. Two different worlds were con- 
fronting each other. Guderian, in his turn, became more 
and more vehement. He repeated all his old demands 
and his criticisms of Hitler’s military leadership: the 
hopeless offensive in the Ardennes, the surrender of the 
Courland front and the delayed withdrawal of the 
twenty-three divisions, the need for a ruthless weaken- 
ing of the western front in favor of the eastern front, 
the troop concentrations required for the Lake Balaton 
offensive and Hitler’s unscrupulous abandonment of the 
population of eastern Germany. 

Then at last the bystanders awoke from the paralysis 
into which they had been plunged by this extraordinary 
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exchange. Major von Freytag-Loringhoven, General 
Guderian’s assistant, was afraid Guderian would be ar- 
rested at any moment. He hurried to the telephone in 
the anteroom, called General Krebs and, having de- 
scribed the situation in the Reich Chancellery to him 
and explained his fears, begged him to tie Guderian up 
on the telephone with important messages from the 
front. 

In the meantime General Thomale and one of the 
officers present had tried to separate Guderian and Hit- 
ler, while one of Hitler’s adjutants was literally pushing 
him cautiously back into his armchair. Guderian went 
into the anteroom and spoke to Krebs. When he re- 
turned to the conference room, self-control had reas- 
setted itself, although nothing at all had happened in 
between. Hitler asked General Busse a few more trivial 
questions and then closed the subject of the Kiistrin 
bridgehead. Then followed the usual conference. The 
atmosphere in the room was intolerably tense and op- 
pressive. The individual speeches were very short and 
terse. Scarcely any questions were asked. Everybody 
was desperate to get away from the Chancellery as 
quickly as possible. 

At the end of the conference Hitler asked Keitel and 
Guderian to stay behind. Guderian was relieved of his 
post and sent on leave. Two days later, on March 30, 
Guderian left the German headquarters in Zossen for 
good, having first handed over authority to his succes- 
sor, General Krebs. 


As soon as Guderian was requested by Hitler to quit 
his post and the headquarters, Major von Freytag- 
Loringhoven asked for an immediate transfer and a 
posting to a division at the front. But Guderian’s suc- 
cessor, General Krebs, managed very skillfully to 
induce him to stick somewhat reluctantly to his post of 
adjutant to the Chief of the General Staff. 
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I myself was kept on by General Krebs as ADC to 
the Chief of the General Staff and had to accompany 
him very frequently to the conferences in the Reich 
Chancellery. 

Two days after Guderian’s dismissal, on March 30, I 
accompanied General Krebs to a conference. The re- 
port on the eastern front, which Krebs gave, centered 
on the breakout from the “fortress” Ktistrin of about 
1,000 men under the command of SS Lieutenant Gen- 
eral Reinefarth, which had not been authorized by Hit- 
ler. Hitler accepted this news almost without protest, 
which was all the more incomprehensible—although it 
once again clearly demonstrated his incalculable moods 
—since it was only two days previously that he and 
Guderian had had that remarkable argument, to which 
Ktistrin had been catalyst. 

General Heinrici had been ordered to give a report 
to Hitler on that day. Heinrici was supreme commander 
of Army Group Vistula, including the Third Tank 
Army and the Ninth Army, those troops in fact who 
had to defend the front protecting Berlin against the ex- 
pected Russian attack. It was the first time the general 
and Hitler had met. Outwardly Heinrici appeared re- 
strained and modest, but he made up for it by being all 
the more intransigent, obdurate even, in defending his 
point of view. Heinrici’s main aim in his exposition of 
the current situation of his Army group was to prevail 
on Hitler to relieve Frankfurt an der Oder of its fortress 
status. Heinrici hoped thus to release two divisions 
which he urgently needed to bolster up the far too 
thinly defended Oder front. Hitler listened quietly to 
Heinrici’s well-founded arguments and asked Krebs for 
some papers in connection with the area of Frankfurt 
an der Oder. I quickly found the relevant documents 
among the mass of material I brought with me, and I 
handed them to Hitler, who studied them in silence. 
(Although Hitler wore glasses, papers intended for him 
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had to be typed on a typewriter manufactured espe- 
cially for him with an extra-large typeface. ) 

Then, quite without warning, Hitler raised himself on 
the arms of his chair, got up and began loudly and hys- 
terically to quote the key sentences of his well-known 
fortress order, going on to deal with the “fortress” of 
Frankfurt an der Oder. He abused Heinrici, the 
General Staff, the generals and the officers as a body, 
claiming that they had never understood or wanted to 
understand his fortress order for reasons of cowardice 
and lack of determination. As abruptly as this outburst 
had begun, it was suddenly over, and Hitler sank back 
into his chair completely exhausted. Even today I can 
stul see Heinrici’s stunned face. Thunderstruck, he 
looked questioningly from one bystander to another. 
But none of the military leaders, chosen as they were 
by Hitler and constantly in his presence, was prepared 
to take Heinrici’s part against the Fiihrer. Heinrici went 
on obstinately fighting for his point of view, completely 
unsupported. Later on in the course of the discussion 
the question of the fortress commandant for Frankfurt 
an der Oder came up again. Hitler wanted a Gneisenau, 
harking back to the hero of the Napoleonic Wars in 
Germany. Heinrici wanted Colonel Bieler, because he 
considered him a sound, conscientious officer experi- 
enced in combat. When it emerged in the next few days 
that Hitler did not want Colonel Bieler as fortress com- 
mandant, despite Heinrici’s keenness to appoint him, 
and that neither of the two military command stafis was 
supporting Heinrici’s cause, the general offered his res- 
ignation. Thereupon Hitler gave way and agreed, with- 
out any new motivating factors at all, to Heinrici’s 
wishes. 


Some of the most powerful men in Hitler’s circle were 
those least well known to the public. Much has already 
been written about Himmler and Goebbels, but little 
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more is known about Reichsleiter Martin Bormann than 
that he was one of the most strongly anticlerical and 
anti-Christian men in the NSDAP (Nazi Party). 

Martin Bormann worked as an agricultural adminis- 
trator before he was taken into the party leadership. 
After the seizure of power, he worked with Hess in the 
Central Filing Office until 1939, after which he became 
his Stabsleiter and, at the beginning of the war, liaison 
between the NSDAP, under Hess, and Hitler. From this 
point on, he worked tirelessly to consolidate his own 
power. The first task he set himself was to eradicate 
Hess’ influence on Hitler as completely and quickly as 
possible. He mastered the art of gradually distancing 
Hess from Hitler and, in the course of time, alienated 
the two men completely. There is no doubt that Bor- 
mann was an outstanding judge of human nature. He 
very quickly recognized Hitler’s weaknesses and 
learned how to make use of them to his own advantage. 
By small personal attentions he wormed his way into 
Hitler’s confidence. He had the knack of taking up Hit- 
ler’s ideas and thoughts and drafting them into well- 
formulated orders, which he then promptly submitted 
to Hitler for his signature. The Fiihrer was favorably 
impressed by these attentions, which bolstered his self- 
esteem. Thus it was that in April, 1943, Bormann was 
Officially appointed the Fiihrer’s secretary. 

Another trick of Bormann’s was to encourage Hit- 
ler’s obsessive belief that he was infallible and there- 
fore godlike, by exaggerated displays of hero worship. 
After Hess had flown to Scotland on May 10, 1941, 
Bormann had the field to himself. From then on, he 
proceeded to establish himself as Hitler’s immediate 
confidant and adviser. Although as Reichsleiter he pre- 
sided only over the party Chancellery, he wasted no 
time in getting himself appointed to the other three: the 
Reich Chancellery, the Presidential Chancellery and the 
Chancellery of the Fiihrer of the NSDAP. Anyone who 
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wanted access to Hitler or had anything to submit to 
him could approach him only through Bormann. This 
was true not merely of party matters but also for im- 
portant state affairs. Everything passed through his 
hands before Hitler saw it. His personal ambition led to 
the banishment of all those who refused to take orders 
from him, It is likely that Bormann intended someday 
to seize supreme power for himself; it would certainly 
have been the logical conclusion to his ambitious climb. 
He was hated by all those who worked close to him. 
His style is revealed in a brief marginal note he once 
wrote on a document belonging to a higher ranking SS 
leader: “I do not consort with idiots.” Bormann did not 
have a single friend among Hitler’s associates; he was 
feared—and respected—by everyone. 


The Gauleiter Erich Koch, who also had frequent 
entrée to Hitler, was very like Bormann in some ways. 
He was heavier and more uncouth, and his facial fea- 
tures were even more coarse and brutal; but he was 
Bormann’s equal in ambition, egoism and arrogance. 
The following is typical: During the war, while he was 
visiting Goring’s magnificent residence, Karinhall, Koch 
had boasted to Goring that for the autumn bunting sea- 
son, which was only a few months away, he would 
build a far more beautiful hunting residence. Conse- 
quently, in the middle of the war, while Allied air 
forces were reducing one German town after another to 
rubble, Koch had his castle, Buchenhof, near Zichenau, 
altered into a pleasure seat at a cost of several million 
marks. Because German “marble” was not beautiful 
enough for him, he used valuable foreign currency to 
import marble from Sweden. Nor, when the troops 
flowing back from the east passed near Zichenau, would 
Koch allow his castle to be turned into a hospital for 
badly wounded German soldiers. One estate after an- 
other passed into his private possession. When he be- 
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came Reich Kommissar for the Ukraine, he got Hitler 
to appoint him to the Bialystok district, as well, so that 
he could say his rule extended from the Baltic to the 
Black Sea. 

After the capture of KOningsberg in April, 1945, the 
encircled Third and Fourth armies in East Prussia car- 
ried on their desperate but hopeless struggle while hun- 
dreds and thousands of East Prussian refugees waited 
for transport to take them to the west. Koch was appar- 
ently unmoved by the appalling situation in his 
territory. He took part in conferences at the Reich 
Chancellery as if nothing had happened. Interestingly 
enough, in April, 1945, Koch made a bid to escape 
from the Reich Chancellery with its dangerous proxim- 
ity to Hitler and to reach safety. Koch merely ex- 
changed his party uniform for a windbreaker, probably 
because he had good reason to fear the people of Berlin 
would have killed him had they recognized him. Hitler 
did not hang Koch, as he did thousands of soldiers and 
officers who attempted to escape with their lives from 
some hopeless trap. He was simply never seen again. 


Another typical representative of the party’s inner 
guard was Reichshauptamtsleiter Otto Karl Saur. It was 
he, together with Albert Speer, who was responsible for 
the overall arms and munitions preduction. Saur was an 
unscrupulous intriguer and swindler, whose oxlike phy- 
sique alone would have qualified him for the select 
group whose blind obedience and total lack of scruples 
seemed to endear them to Hitler. Saur, too, had an in- 
satiable power lust. Characteristic of the man is the fol- 
lowing which I myself witnessed: In the course of the 
heavy fighting in Hungary in March, 1945, the Amy 
Group South urgently needed a fresh supply of small 
arms. At the-same time, a large armaments factory in 
central Slovakia was under threat from the Red Army, 
which had drawn dangerously close. There were some 
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20,000 guns still in this factory. When Hitler heard this, 
he duly passed the information on to Speer, directing 
him to have these guns supplied to Army Group South 
without delay. When Speer did not immediately agree 
to this, Hitler sent for Speer’s deputy, Saur. Saur 
clicked his heels together, jerked up his arm, and 
greeted Hitler with flashing eyes and a loud “Heil, my 
Fihrer!” This was Hitler’s man. When Hitler put the 
situation to him, he agreed enthusiastically and 
volunteered to supply the guns to the troops within 
forty-eight hours, That was the end of the matter, and 
Hitler was satisfied. Not so, however, the troops, who 
never actually received the guns because they never left 
the factory. It was after this that in Hitler’s will and tes- 
tament Saur was appointed Speer’s successor. 
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CHAPTER V 


The Dispersal of German Headquarters 


On April 15, the Ninth Army was again subjected to 
heavy attacks to the east of Berlin. The Russian troop 
concentrations, particularly of artillery, on both sides of 
the Kiistrin-Berlin highway were exceptionally strong 
here. The Russian Air Force, too, was significantly 
more active than on the preceding days, particularly in 
flights over the frontline area. Along the whole front lay 
a tension which was close to breaking point. From all 
my own years at the front I know this awful tension 
only too well. A soldier lying in the middle of it all is 
obsessed by an irrepressible urge to scream. 

The party and state heads, however, preferred to ig- 
nore all this. Everything—the radio, all the newspapers, 
propaganda proclamations, the conferences and taiks 
between the leaders—almost all revolved, like a round- 
about, around one theme only, the death of the U.S. 
President on April 12. Although there was no reason 
whatsoever to believe that this event would make any 
difference to the political situation, Goebbels, Minister 
for Propaganda, declared Roosevelt’s death a miracle, 
even a turning point in Germany’s destiny. Once again, 
Goebbels rolled out his entire repertoire of impassioned 
rhetoric. He compared Roosevelt’s death with that of 
the Czarina Elisabeth in the last year of the Seven 
Years’ War which saved Prussia from certain defeat. 
He bombarded the people with propaganda to convince 
them that the American-Soviet alliance was on the 
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point of breaking up and that the war must now end in 
victory for Germany. 

Then came April 16 and, for the soldiers at the 
front, the final snapping of the oppressive tension, for 
that day revealed to the Germans behind the front line 
and in Berlin the hollowness of Goebbels’ propaganda 
myth about Roosevelt’s death. 

While darkness still lay over everything, the Rus- 
sians, using several thousand guns, began an intense 
bombardment of the Ninth Army and the Fourth Tank 
Army in the Lausitz. The scene was indescribable. 
When this unbelievably concentrated artillery fire 
Opened up, it was as if the curtain had gone up on the 
final act of the last great battle of the world. Miles of 
Russian batteries stood drawn up in close formation, 
literally touching one another. The bombardment lasted 
for hours. Then the Russian regiments, divisions and 
armies launched their attack. In the Lausitz, where the 
Fourth Tank Army was lying between Muskau and 
Forst, the attack began at 7:30 P.M. and where the 
Ninth Army was stationed on the Oder, at 6:30 A.M. 

It was only in the orders of the day which Hitler sent 
out to the soldiers on the eastern front on this April 16 
that the death of Roosevelt was mentioned again. Once 
again he promised them that the American President's 
death would change the course of destiny in their favor, 
promising them, “Berlin will stay German; Vienna will 
be restored to Germany.” Meanwhile, in the streets of 
Berlin, feverish activity had begun. The distant dull 
booming, which as yet hardly sounded like the thunder 
of real artillery, drove the inhabitants out of their 
houses or cellars in the early hours. The last batch of 
newly recruited Volkssturm men hurried to the rendez- 
vous points: by midday the first detachments were on 
their way by local train to their assembly areas behind 
the front. Antitank obstacles were set up in and around 
Berlin, leaving only narrow access points. Women and 
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gitls stood around in huddled groups, listening in dread 
to the distant booming from the front. Would the Red 
Army capture their city or would it be possible to hold 
them up until the Americans, who were already in 
Zerbst, east of the Elbe, reached Berlin? The same 
questions were repeated over and over on the tired, care- 
worm faces of the people hurrying along the streets or 
forming queues outside food shops. The panic that one 
saw everywhere was the result of propaganda about the 
atrocities perpetrated by the Red Army. One hope 
alone kept them from panicking, the hope that the 
Americans would come. They must come, they 
must. 


I was sitting in the anteroom to General Krebs’ office 
at the headquarters in Zossen. One frantic telephone 
call followed another. Frequently all three telephones 
on my desk were in use simultaneously. The general 
rang, and I entered his room by the soundproof double 
door. He was standing at: the big table, bending over 
maps marked in red and blue to indicate the line of the 
Oder front. I had to remind him that I was there. Only 
then did he stand up. The small, plump general who 
was generally so jovial gazed at me with tired eyes: “I 
wanted to ask you to put me through to General Burg- 
dorf again—I want to find out once and for all where 
we are meant to be transferring headquarters. Try and 
get through to Berchtesgaden, and send Freytag in to 
me. Oh, and bring me another glass of vermouth 
please.” I returned to my room and put in the calls to 
Berchtesgaden and the Reich Chancellery. Then, I went 
to find Adjutant von Freytag-Loringhoven. It was he 
who had told me that morning, shortly after reveille, 
that Russian artillery fire had commenced around Kiis- 
trin at 3:50 A.M. and that three hours later the Rus- 
sians had attacked. It was now nearly 10 A.M. Reports 
from the front had been less frequent in the last hour, 
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the telephone wires having no doubt been brought 
down by artillery fire. 

Involuntarily I found myself thinking of my com- 
rades out there. By this time the battle must have 
reached its climax. How often had I myself stood there 
in the thick of it, had I, like the men lying out there 
now in the hell of battle, dug my hands into the protec- 
tive earth, somewhere in the vast expanse of the Rus- 
sian countryside. Only soldiers know what it feels like 
to be lying badly wounded somewhere in the middle of 
a battle like that and the feeling of relief when com- 
rades come and drag you out of the muddy, shell-pitted 
ground to safety. All the young men at headquarters 
longed to be out there, taking part in the fighting. This 
impotent waiting, knowing that the struggle was hope- 
less, was so hard to bear. No one who has not feared 
for the safety of his country can understand what it was 
like. 

The major and I stood silent for a few minutes and 
listened, each sunk in his own thoughts, each doubtless 
thinking the same thing. He, the once smart officer who 
never showed personal feeling, looked tired now; we 
had worked for so long, day in, day out and through 
the nights as well. He looked wordlessly at me, stood 
up, and went in to the general. I got the vermouth out 
of the safe and poured out a glass. Shortly afterward, 
following a brief air-raid warning, five Russian fighters 
roared overhead, a new experience for us, since up to 
now, the Russian Air Force had seldom ventured far- 
ther than 20 kilometers into enemy territory unless they 
were certain they would not encounter any German 
fighter planes. The telephones rang endlessly. Always 
the same question: “Any news from the front?” 

Just before 11 A.M. my room filled with generals 
and colonels; at 11 there was to be a briefing confer- 
ence with the Chief of the Army General Staff. That 
day the discussion in my anteroom was livelier than 
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usual: “Where are we to evacuate to? What prepara- 
tions are we to make?” These and similar questions 
buzzed through the room. It was still just possible to get 
back to Berchtesgaden through Bohemia, but how long 
would that be true? The telephone conversation be- 
tween Burgdorf and Krebs had not clarified the situa- 
tion. Hitler had still not decided where the Fiihrer 
Headquarters and all its ancillary staff should go. While 
the conference was going on, I was asked to take a call 
from a sergeant in our advance party, who had got back 
to Berchtesgaden a few days before by special train. 
General Krebs’ wife and daughter had gone with him, 
so I inquired about all the things the general wanted to 
know. And then the voice at the other end asked me, 
“What’s going to happen to us?” How could [I tell? 
There was not a soul in Germany who had the faintest 
idea what was going to happen next. 


At midday the first detailed report from the front 
came in: “The attack has been repulsed; fighting for 
some positions is still going on. Losses are very high.” 
It was the same old formula again, the one we had 
heard at Leningrad, on the Volkhov, on Lake IJmen, in 
the Pripet Marshes, in front of Warsaw. . That af- 
ternoon, punctually at four, the Russian artillery fire 
began again; it went on, as.before, for an hour and a 
half, and then as before, they attacked, wave after wave 
of them. By evening incoming reports announced: “The 
front is still holding; deeper enemy incursions have 
been contained. Send us soldiers; send us ammunition.” 

The Russians pushed our front back a few kilometers 
in several places both south and. north of Frankfurt. 
At the bridgehead west of Kiistrin Russian troops had 
made a deeper incursion on both sides of the Kiistrin- 
Berlin highway and advanced so far as the altitude line 
on the edge of the Oder plain. They had also made an- 
other breakthrough. 
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Toward 10 P.M., Krebs and the major, who had 
gone with him that day, returned from the conference 
in the Reich Chancellery. I had already given instruc- 
tions for a snack to be put out on their desks so that 
they could have a quick meal before their real work 
began; I knew it would probably go on until 3 or 4 
A.M., if not all night. The major reported over a cup of 
coffee: 

“They will have to abandon the position west of Ktis- 
trin tonight. The main combat line is being set back to 
the Hardenberg position. It’s almost all over up there in 
front: they may just be able to hold the Hardenberg po- 
sition for another twenty-four hours. He said that the 
situation in the west was just as bad, and in the north, 
the English are advancing on Liineburg. The Ameri- 
cans have crossed the Elbe between Magdeburg and 
Dessau. They are closer to Berlin than the Russians, in 
Saxony they are pressing Halle and Leipzig and in the 
south, they have entered Bavaria. The Russians are 
lying in front of Briinn and west of Vienna. In the 
Lausitz between Muskau and Forst the first day of the 
Russian attack on the Fourth Tank Army, like that on 
the Ninth, had achieved the first enemy incursions, and 
although these have been contained, it is hardly likely 
that the front line can resist further heavy attack. Our 
own forces are too weak, and there are hardly any 
reserves.” 

He paused and gazed ahead of him, probably think- 
ing of his wife and child who lived near Leipzig. “An- 
other thing,” he continued, “when we were driving 
through Tempelhof this evening, a group of people 
yelled at us, ‘Vampires! That’s what you are, 
Vampires!’ ”” He went back to his desk and looked 
through his mail. 

The next day, April 17, the battles outside Berlin 
and in the Lausitz continued with undiminished vio- 
lence. The Russian attack forced back the German divi- 
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sions step by step. This time the evening report from 
the Fourth Tank Army read: “Our own lines main- 
tained their position in general. The Air Force lent 
support, making 1,000 sorties.” Thanks to a counterat- 
tack by the Kurmark Division on the Kiistrin-Berlin 
highway, the Ninth Army had managed to halt the Rus- 
sian advance. Fighting was still going on around the 
other incursion points. The corps on the left wing of the 
Ninth Army again repulsed the enemy attack and main- 
tained the front line. 

April 18 brought glorious spring weather and with it 
renewed heavy fighting. The Russian attack thrust 
deeper into the south. Bitter fighting broke out in Sile- 
sia and in the woodland areas of the Lausitz, where the 
superior strength of the Soviet Army was particularly 
telling. Toward 9 a.M. one of our newsmen managed 
to get a call through to my wife in Liibeck. Although 
she did not know how desperate the situation really 
was, she was full of anxious queries: “Everyone is 
saying that the Russians are outside Berlin. I’m so 
afraid for you—can you still hear me? Can’t you get 
back here? What is going to happen? Is it true what 
people are saying, that the English are outside Liine- 
burg?” Before I could reply, we were cut off. That was 
our last conversation, and barely four weeks later she 
was told that I had died in Berlin. 

It was on April 19 that the first serious Russian 
breakthroughs occurred. In the early hours of the 
morning, the Russian tank spearheads from the main 
battle area around Muskau-Forst-Guben reached the 
Bautzen area. At Spremberg the Russians crossed the 
Spree. We lost Forst. This Russian offensive was aiming 
as the General Staff had foreseen at the rear of Berlin, 
not at Prague, as Hitler had said it would. Our units in 
the area between Forst and Fiirstenberg were also 
pushed back sharply. In the area east of Berlin where 
fighting was going on, the Russians were advancing on 
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Jahnsfelde and Miincheberg and they succeeded in tak- 
ing Wriezen. North of Buckow, 150 enemy tanks broke 
through. It was only outside Frankfurt itself that units 
of the Ninth Army were able to retain their position on 
the Oder. By evening on the nineteenth, it was clear 
from the direction of the main Russian offensives that 
they were trying to encircle Berlin and the Ninth Army 
from the north and from the south. That day Goebbels 
read over the radio a proclamation to the German peo- 
ple, which appeared the next day, Hitler’s birthday, in 
all the newspapers which were still being published. It 
repeated the promise Hitler had given to the troops: 
“Berlin will stay German; Vienna will be restored to 
Germany.” Even now many Germans still believed 
Hitler’s promises. They had been lied to so often, 
trained to believe Goebbels’ propaganda. They still be- 
lieved in the famous secret weapon which was going to 
be put into action in the next few hours or days. Be- 
sides, the Russians and the Americans would soon start 
fighting each other. A whispering campaign, cleverly 
sparked by Goebbels, succeeded in convincing large 
numbers of German soldiers fighting outside Berlin that 
the Americans would soon be joining forces with them 
against the Russians. Another idea Goebbels had was 
to drop leaflets over Berlin saying, “Troops and tanks 
are on their way to bring us freedom and victory.” This, 
too, gave both Berliners and soldiers fresh hope. The 
army probably referred to here, the Twelfth Army, 
called Wenck after its chief, the general of the Tank 
Troops, was unquestionably too weak for the front. 
Most of its divisions only existed on paper. Only three 
of them, which together formed one corps, had pro- 
duced full numbers. The leader of this Twentieth Army 
Corps was Kohler, the cavalry general who had told me 
two weeks ago when he presented himself to the general 
on his return from Norway, that he had just heard that 
his only son had been killed in battle. He reported that 
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his divisions were very badly equipped and armed. 
Nearly 90 percent of the men had no combat experi- 
ence: They were seventeen- and eighteen-year-olds, 
fresh from fatigue squads or from officers’ training 
courses. There were some groups where fewer than half 
the men were armed. This was the army which was 
meant to free Germany. When Hitler handed it over to 
General Wenck at the beginning of April, he had said 
with great pathos, “Wenck, I am putting the fate of 
Germany into their hands.” 

Hitler’s plan in setting up this army had been to put 
it into action against the English and Americans. 
Wenck’s mission, according to Hitler’s original instruc- 
tions, was to approach from the area east of the Harz 
and link up with Army Group B, which was cut off in 
the Ruhr pocket. Then, when events in the west moved 
faster than had ever been foreseen, and the Allies cut 
off the Eleventh Army in the Harz, Wenck was ordered 
to fight a way through for this army. There was no 
longer any point in making a sortie toward Army 
Group B; at this stage it was only a question of how 
many days the Ruhr pocket could manage to survive. 

On April 20, Hitler’s fifty-sixth birthday, the Rus- 
sians advanced from the Lausitz toward the northwest 
and by evening had already got as far as the Spreewald. 
At this pomt, General Krebs sent the “escort squad- 
ron,” the last personal fighting reserve unit at the dis- 
posal of the Chief of the Army General Staff, consisting 
of an augmented, 250 strong, well-equipped motorized 
reconnaissance squadron, to confront the enemy at 
Luckau, about 40 kilometers south of our headquar- 
ters. 

Soon after this, news of a much graver nature came 
in. The Russians north of Berlin had pushed forward 
via Eberswalde and reached Oranienburg. This advance 
had actually been made on the previous day, but it had 
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been reported only as a breakthrough of 150 Russian 
tanks. It was, in fact, the decisive breakthrough by 
Marshal Zhukov’s tank corps. 

Meanwhile, in the Reich Chancellery, the birthday 
congratulations were going on. On Hitler’s birthday this 
year, almost all his former comrades appeared; they in- 
cluded Goring, Himmler, Bormann and Speer, as well 
as the heads of the three armed forces. The day began 
in a semblance of calm, but very soon Hitler’s associ- 
ates began to urge him to leave Berlin and transfer his 
staff and headquarters to Upper Bavaria. The only one 
who did not press him to leave was Goebbels, who was 
Gauleiter and defense commissar of Berlin. Hitler could 
not make up his mind. The only thing to which he 
would agree, should Germany be split in two by the 
Russians and Americans meeting, was that Grand Ad- 
miral Donitz should take over control of the independ- 
ent northern half of the empire. Since he did not name 
anyone for the southern half, it must be assumed that at 
this point he was still toying with the idea of going 
south himself. Himmler and his staff, as well as the For- 
eign Affairs Ministry, were to go north to Donitz; Gor- 
ing was to go south. 

The basic reason, as he so frequently emphasized, 
why Hitler wanted to remain in Berlin and would possi- 
bly continue to do so was his unshakable belief in 
himself. He was confident that, inspired by his pres- 
ence, the spirit of those fighting for him would be con- 
stantly kindled to heroic efforts which would be proof 
against the enemy onslaught. Around noon, he pre- 
sented Iron Crosses to boys of the Hitler Youth who 
had distinguished themselves by their bravery. It was 
only in the evening, when the guests had left, that the 
full gravity of the report from the front that day was re- 
vealed to him. He was told that the Russians had bro- 
ken through even further from the Muskau-Forst area, 
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subsequently advancing to the northwest, and how Zhu- 
kov’s tanks lying north of Berlin had succeeded in 
pushing through to Oranienburg. This spelled utter dis- 
aster for the Germans, illustrating as it did that the 
Russians were setting up a pincer movement to encircle 
Berlin. Added to this, the Russians were launching an 
attack on the Third Tank Army’s front. By evening 
Marshal Konstantin Rokossovsky’s troops had suc- 
ceeded in building two bridgeheads on this side of the 
Oder at a point, south of Stettin, where the river had 
flooded over an area almost three kilometers wide. At 
this military conference Hitler was also told that, 
because of the Russian breakthrough to Oranienburg, 
Waffen SS General Steiner had reassembled his troops 
on the open south flank of the Third Tank Army. In ac- 
tual fact, this was mere speculation. It is true that 
Steiner had received these instructions from Army 
Group Weichsel, but he had no troops with which to 
execute the order. He was meant to assemble these 
from soldiers returning from the front, and it was 
hoped that as soon as possible the Army group would 
send him one or two units. 

Hitler sent instructions to Steiner to attack in the 
direction of Berlin within twenty-four hours at the lat- 
est to cut off the Russian troops, which had broken 
through north of Berlin, from their forces to the rear 
and then to wipe them out. His plan was still based on 
retaining the Oder as the backbone of a defense to the 
east. Parts of the Ninth Army which were still stationed 
at Frankfurt an der Oder were to launch an attack to- 
ward the south and Field Marshal Ferdinand Schérner 
was to attack toward the south with parts of his Army 
Group Mitte, in this way cutting off Marshal Konev’s 
troops, who were attacking on the Neisse, from their 
forces to the rear. All this—Steiner’s attack, that of the 
Ninth Army and of Sch6rner’s troops—was meant to 
bring about a decisive defeat for the Red Army. 
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The truth is Hitler no longer knew, nor did he want 
to know, what was going on outside the Reich Chancel- 
lery. When this conference was over and the night of 
April 20 had set in, the great migration from Berlin 
began. Himmler and his staff transferred north, Goring 
and his Air Force Operations Staff, with the exception 
of Generals Koller and Christian, who remained behind 
for the time being, moved south. With them went the 
bulk of the party and government administration. 

At six o’clock the following morning, I was awak- 
ened by a telephone call from First Lieutenant Krankel, 
leader of the squadron which had been sent on a recon- 
naissance mission the previous day: “About forty Rus- 
sian tanks have passed us, as well as mounted infantry. 
I shall go into the attack at seven o’clock.” We knew 
then that the headquarters were doomed. There were 
no reserves left. Wenck’s army, which might have saved 
the situation, was still on the Elbe, fighting the Ameri- 
cans. At nine o’clock Krankel called again: “My own 
attack has failed with heavy losses. My reconnoitering 
tanks report further enemy tanks advancing north”—in 
other words, heading for Berlin and taking Zossen on 
the way. I passed on this alarming news to Krebs, who 
immediately reported it to the Reich Chancellery. This 
time he insisted on a decision on where we should move 
our headquarters, pointing out the impossibility of di- 
recting further operations otherwise. But Hitler still 
hesitated. On the twenty-second, bad news poured in 
from both north and south fronts. It spread like wildfire 
through headquarters, and I hadly had a chance to put 
the phone down. Everyone wanted to know whether, in 
view of the grave news, there would still be a confer- 
ence that day. My reply was always the same: “At 
eleven A.M. as usual.”” However, contrary to my chief’s 
orders, I issued instructions for everything to be pre- 
pared for a hasty evacuation. 

Shortly before the conference began, my room was 
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buzzing with noise and activity, orderlies, clerks and 
ordnance officers coming and going, generals and 
colonels talking so loudly that I had to ask them several 
times to be quiet so that I could hear what was being 
said on the phone. But a few minutes before eleven 
o’clock, the room suddenly became deathly silent. 
There it was again, that hoarse, barking report that 
anyone who has ever been out there at the front knows 
only too well. We all looked at each other more in dis- 
may than astonishment, until someone broke the si- 
lence: “That must be the Russian tanks at Baruth; 
that’s ten or perhaps even fifteen kilometers from here, 
I think. They could be here in half an hour.” 

General Krebs came out of his room: “If you're 
ready, gentlemen.” 


The last conference with the Chief of the Army Gen- 
eral Staff had begun. It had only just started when I was 
called out of the briefing to speak to First Lieutenant 
Krankel, who had turned up at headquarters, exhausted 
and covered in mud. He reported that all that remained 
of his squadron was a few vehicles and about thirty or 
forty men. Baruth had been taken by the Russians. 
Two of our antiaircraft guns, about fifty soldiers and a 
few Volkssturm men were still there. The Russians had 
come to a halt. At the end of his report, he asked if I 
had any further orders for him. 

“Yes,” I said, “keep yourself, your men and your ve~ 
hicles ready for action.” Then I returned to the confer- 
ence room and reported to the general, who immedi- 
ately telephoned through to Hitler to press urgently for 
permission to transfer headquarters. But Hitler refused. 
There was only one thought written on the faces of all 
the officers as they took their leave: a Russian prison- 
er-of-war camp. 

A short while later we received a call from Burgdorf. 
Hitler had ordered all troops still fighting on both sides 
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of the Elbe between Dresden. and Dessau-Rosslau to 
withdraw to Berlin as soon as it was dark, so that the 
field would be clear for the Americans and the Russians 
to meet. 

But, as so often in that war, the Russians stayed put 
where we least expected them to. Not finding any sig- 
nificant opposition, their tank formation sat tight in Ber- 
lin, about fifteen kilometers from. our headquarters. At 
last, at about 1 P.M., Hitler’s order came through to 
move headquarters to the Air Force barracks at 
Potsdam-Eiche. At the same time, we were told that a 
military conference would be held in the Reich Chan- 
cellery as early as 2:30 P.M. Preparations for the move 
had to be made at top speed. Telephone lines were hur- 
riedly dismantled, and at 2 P.M., I drove through the 
main gate of Maybach II in the Potsdam direction, ac- 
companied by the convoy of the Chief of General 
Staff's military administration section. The chief and his 
adjutant had left for Berlin fifteen minutes before. 

On the main highway hundreds of thousands of peo- 
ple were on the move, many with horses and carts, oth- 
ers with bicycles, handcarts or baby carriages, most of 
them on foot, all heading west—anywhere to escape 
from the enemy. Tank barricades on the exit routes of 
the towns and villages let only a trickle through at a 
time. Here and there above us, on the huge barricades 
built of wood and stone, children were playing, unsus- 
pecting and ignorant of the danger. They waved to us, 
wearing paper helmets and brandishing wooden swords. 
Winding our way through the stream of refugees, we 
pressed on to Potsdam. A motorcyclist coming in the 
Opposite direction reported that the center of Berlin 
was already under artillery fire from the Russians. The 
first deaths had already been reported in the Dorothee- 
Strasse, in the center of the city. 

At that very moment, in the Reich Chancellery the 
last conference with the Fiihrer was being held. Un- 
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fortunately, I could not be there as I had to supervise 
the transfer of the military administration section, but I 
heard about it as soon as Von Freytag-Loringhoven, 
and later on General Krebs, returned from the confer- 
ence. Hitler had assembled for the last time as many 
representatives of the armed forces, the party and the 
government as were still in or near Berlin. And on this 
April 22 the conference began just as it always had. 
Jodl and Krebs gave their reports. It was not until 
Krebs started talking about the combat areas between 
the Sudeten and the Stettiner Haff, south and north of 
Berlin, that Hitler began to take an active interest. By 
now, immediately southwest of Berlin, the Russian at- 
tacking force had reached a line east of Treuenbriet- 
zen-Beelitz-Teltow. In the north of the city fighting 
was going on in the suburbs of Lichtenberg, 
Niedersch6nhausen and Frohnau. Enemy tanks were 
rolling into the Prenzlauer Allee. The Russian attack 
north of the city extended over to the west, taking in 
Oranienburg. Thus it could be only a question of a day 
or two before Berlin was completely encircled. 

At this point Hitler interrupted the report and asked 
where SS General Steiner and his attacking forces were. 
He had interrupted because no mention had been made 
of the order he had given on April 20 to attack the 
deep flank of the Russian V formation threatening 
Oranienburg. It was only with some hesitation that Hit- 
ler was told that this attack had never even begun and 
that it was because those units had been withdrawn 
from Berlin to support Steiner’s forces on Hitler’s in- 
structions that the Russians had been able to break 
through the weakened front line north and northeast of 
the city and penetrate the outer suburbs of Berlin. 

That was too much for him. Hitler interrupted and 
requested everyone present at the conference, except 
Keitel, Krebs, Jodl, Burgdorf and Bormann, to leave 
the room. There was a tense and pregnant silence. 
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Then, as if driven by some strange force, Hitler leaped 
up and began to rant and rave. He turned alternately 
deathly pale and purple in the face, shaking in every 
limb, His voice cracked and he screamed of disloyalty, 
cowardice, treachery and insubordination. As had fre- 
quently happened in the course of previous, less violent 
fits of rage, he proceeded to hurl abuse at the Army and 
the Waffen SS. The culmination of his tirade was his re- 
fusal to leave Berlin—he would stay with the Berliners; 
he would lead the battle himself in person. Anyone who 
wanted could leave him and leave Berlin. And then 
those watching witnessed an incredible scene. Hitler 
slowly sank back into his chair and—in total contrast 
with the violence with which it had begun—his outburst 
ended in collapse. Sunk into himself, he sobbed like a 
small child and admitted for the first time without mak- 
ing any apologies or excuses: “It is all over. The war is 
lost. I shall shoot myself.” 

For almost five minutes the men watching him stood 
in bewildered silence. Jodl was the first to speak. He 
did so quietly and carefully but firmly, reminding Hitler 
of his duties to his people and the Army. The others at- 
tempted to comfort him and to give him fresh hopes by 
reminding him of the large areas in both north and 
south which were still held and still being defended by 
Germany. Yet even though his loyal supporters and 
colleagues pleaded with him to move to Berchtesgaden 
immediately and direct operations from there, Hitler 
stil remained obdurate, determined on his decision to 
remain in Berlin. 

Later on he confirmed that Grand Admiral Donitz 
was to assume full civil and military authority for the 
entire northern province. From Berchtesgaden, Keitel 
and Jodl were to take over the further military control 
of the German forces still fighting in parts of south 
Germany, Bohemia, Austria, Croatia and North Italy, 
although in fact, as things turned out, this proved 
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no longer possible. Hitler’s pronouncements about 
Goring’s control of the south were vague and unclear. 
Finally, he called in Goebbels to ask him to move into 
the Reich Chancellery bunker with his wife and chil- 
dren and to issue a proclamation to the people of Berlin 
telling them that he, Hitler, was in Berlin, personally di- 
recting the battle, and that he would share the fate of 
the Berliners. He also directed that Bormann, who had 
refused to obey Hitler’s order to leave Berlin, Burgdort, 
Krebs and, of course, Goebbels, as well as the liaison 
officers, should stay in the bunker with him. 


The decisions reached at this conference were imime- 
diately passed on by the liaison officers in person or by 
telephone to their immediate superiors. In the case of 
both Goring and Himmler this led to various misunder- 
standings as subsequent events proved. 

Keitel and Jodl, who, to start with, had refused to 
leave Hitler, did not, as originally planned, go south im- 
mediately but promised Hitler to do everything in their 
power personally to plan and assist the liberation of 
Berlin. That same night Keitel leit to jom General 
Wenck and the units of his Twelfth Army. Jodl drove 
over to Steiner and from there to Krampnitz, where 
Army High Command had moved, in order to organ- 
ize as much as possible—particularly the Third Army 
area—from there. At the same time, Hitler’s personal 
physician, Professor Morell, Admiral von Puttkamer, 
Adjutant Julius Schraub and any other men who had 
held minor posts on Hitler’s staff left Berlin. 

When Hitler’s closest colleagues had recovered from 
their shock at his breakdown, they managed somehow 
to rally his spirits. The credit for this belongs primarily 
to Keitel and Jodl, but also to Bormann and, of course, 
Goebbels, who was condemned, because of the office he 
held, to remain in Berlin. Keitel and Jodi pointed out 
the possibilities which a combined attack by the Ninth 
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and Twelfth armies would open up, as well as the fur- 
ther possibilities of an attack by Stemer and Holste. 
Another suggestion of Jodl’s was completely to with- 
draw the forces from their engagements with the 
Western Allies and concentrate them all in the battle 
for Berlin. 

Goebbels and Bormann reminded Hitler of the enor- 
mous strength Berlin still had to offer, if it were ruth- 
lessly combed. All this, combined with telephone calls 
from his supporters who had learned from the liaison 
officers of Hitler’s breakdown, helped revive his 
strength for the final act of resistance. As a result of 
these developments, the following orders and instruc- 
tions followed each other in swift succession during the 
late afternoon: 


1, The Ninth Army [still fighting a desperate battle 
in the area around Frankfurt and still in some 
places holding to the Oder] is to proceed to attack, 
striking toward the west, while protecting its flanks 
and rear, and in so doing, is to link up with Wenck’s 
army. 

2. General Field Marshal Keitel is to proceed directly 
to General Wenck’s army to assess the situation 
there. He will give the order in person to join up 
with the Ninth Army and retreat from the front 
against the Americans. He will then prepare for an 
attack on Berlin by thrusting toward Ferch, south- 
west of Potsdam. 

3. Jodi is to join Steiner and advance the attack on 
Berlin from the area north of Oranienburg. 

4. Grand Admiral Donitz is instructed to drop all 
other engagements and give absolute priority to the 
decisive battle for Berlin. 

5. Goebbels, in his capacity as defense commissar for 
Berlin, has the authority to employ all his powers 
to the fullest extent to mobilize all possible forces 
inside Berlin. 
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Before driving into Berlin with my convoy, I called a 
halt once more to allow the vehicles, which were sepa- 
rated by considerable distance, to catch up with each 
other. Two German fighters passed overhead, flying to- 
ward the east. The rumbling from the front was now no 
more than a distant roll of thunder. Near Potsdam sta- 
tion, we passed about twenty or thirty unexploded 
bombs which had lain there since the last air raid. We 
were forced to a reluctant halt on the bridges in front of 
the old palace, by hundreds of vehicles that had piled 
up in front of the antitank barriers between the two 
bridges. I got out and tried to sort out the tangle of agi- 
tated men with horses and carts, cursing truck drivers 
and mothers weeping helplessly, carrying their children 
wrapped in blankets in their arms, all shouting in con- 
fusion. We could see engineers working nearby, assem- 
bling explosive ammunition and unexploded bombs to 
blow up the bridges. 

At last we got through into the city. We were obliged 
to drive along side streets, for many of the roads were 
blocked by ruins and bomb craters. The bells of the 
former Potsdam garrison church, where Adolf Hitler 
had once dedicated his Third Reich and taken a solemn 
vow, lay shattered on the road among debris and ash. 
The tall, burned-out windows of the church stared at us 
like empty eye sockets, When we reached our destina- 
tion, the barracks in Postdam-Eiche, we found advance 
parties there to receive us, and orders ringing out on all 
sides. By 8 P.M., when Von Freytag-Loringhoven came 
back, exhausted, from the Reich Chancellery, the most 
pressing work had been done, and we sat down together 
for a while to discuss the day’s events. Everything at 
Potsdam-Eiche was merely temporary; we knew we 
should not be staying long. What was to become of the 
two of us, now that General Krebs had been con- 
demned to stay in the capital, we did not know. 
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Early the next day, news filtered through that the 
headquarters were to be transferred to Rheinsberg and 
probably from there toward Ltibeck. I had hardly dared 
to hope for this. Perhaps in a few days I would see my 
wife and child again. That morning I received my new 
orders from General Detlevsen, who had been put in 
command of the defense of the General Staff Head- 
quarters. But before I could begin my new assignments, 
Major von Freytag-Loringhoven received a telephone 
call from General Krebs in the Reich Chancellery. He 
was to join him there at once with everything he needed 
for several days’ stay in the Reich Chancellery bunker. 
The major and I knew what this meant for him. Saying 
good-bye was extremely hard for all of us. 

As General, Detlevsen had ordered, I then assembled 
what I could put together as a combat force, sent ar- 
mored cars out to reconnoiter, and sealed off the straits 
at Geltow, Werder and Marquard, west, north and 
southwest of Potsdam. Here, too, the stream of refugees 
was swelling relentlessly. 

The roads outside the towns presented an increas- 
ingly wretched spectacle. For the first time, there were 
soldiers among the refugees—at first just one or two, 
then small groups, then an increasingly large number. 
Some seemed to know where they were heading but 
most of them were indifferent; they had been caught up 
in a headlong flight from the eastern front and were 
sunk in total apathy. One could see it in the way they 
walked, the way they held their heads and in their eyes. 
There was also an unending stream of wounded and 
hastily bandaged men. 

At 5 P.M. I was to report to Detlevsen. The general, 
tall and nervous, rose as I entered. the room, gave me 
his hand, and explained briefly: “General Krebs 
phoned half an hour ago. You are to leave at once for 
the bunker at the Reich Chancellery to help Freytag. 
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You are to take your personal possessions with you. I 
think you realize what this means for you.” He looked 
intently at me, rested his hand on my shoulder, and 
added: “When the moment comes and that bunch 
switch on the gas taps, see to it that you get out of the 
bunker in time and die a decent soldier’s death in the 
Wilhelmplatz.” He spoke this last sentence slowly, 
almost like a father to his son. Then he added one final 
question: “Is there anything further I can do for you?” 

The room had grown very still. I gave him my wife’s 
address, took my leave, and left. It was only when I 
was outside, in the half-light of the long barracks corri- 
dor, that the awful significance of his words hit me. For 
days and weeks previously, I had been right in the thick 
of events and of feverish activity and I had reacted as 
we all did during the war years on the front; we had not 
asked for reasons or what the future held for us, for we 
had not had time for reflection. It is true that in the 
early weeks and months of my work in the General 
Staff Headquarters, I had been aware that absolute de- 
feat was inevitable in the not-too-distant future. But 
now it stood suddenly and immediately before me. It 
was a cruel awakening. 

Slowly, I collected a few absolutely necessary per- 
sonal items, said good-bye to everyone and set out. I 
left behind my orderly, Gummersbach, whom I had 
asked to take my last message to my wife. Then, by- 
passing Potsdam, I proceeded via Nedlitz and 
Krampnitz into the Heerstrasse. The direct route via 
Wannsee and Dahlem was no longer possible, as it was 
rumored the Russians had already crossed the road at 
Zehlendorf. 

Darkness had fallen; the streets were almost de- 
serted; the thunder of the battle for Berlin had almost 
entirely died away. We hardly saw a soul along the 
length of the broad east-west axis. Only occasionally a 
shadow flitted from one cellar to another. The deeper 
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we got into the city, the more lifeless this gigantic me- 
tropolis appeared. We reached the Wilhelmplatz with- 
out incident and turned into the Vossstrasse. The long 
frontage of the Reich Chancellery rose up dark and 
massive against the clear night sky. 
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CHAPTER VI 


The Struggle for Berlin 


As we approached the Reich Chancellery, the dull 
burst of a shell shattered the illusion of peace. In front 
of the party entrance lay a pile of rubble from a row of 
houses which had collapsed onto the street. I ordered 
the car to stop near the armed forces entrance, where 
several cars were already parked. There was no sign of 
the sentry who was usually on guard here. The car was 
wrecked. I gave an involuntary shudder. A hiss and a 
roar shattered the eerie silence once again, and the 
bursting crash of a heavy shell, which must have landed 
near the Potsdamer Platz. Beyond the ruins, in the di- 
rection of the firing, a faint red glow grew ever brighter. 
Only a few minutes later the next shellburst followed, 
this time farther away. After a long hunt I finally found 
the first sentry. The guards at the entrances had re- 
treated into the building’s protective darkness. An SS 
man came up to me and asked where I was going; then 
the NCO on guard duty had me conducted at once to 
the interior of the bunker. We used a dimly lit side pas- 
sage. Armed soldiers leaned against the walls, some of 
them smoking, others talking, still others crouching 
down asleep, with their heads lolling forward. The 
sound of muffled talking mingled with the monotonous 
whirring of the ventilators. Eventually we reached the 
battle headquarters of SS Brigade Leader Mohnke, who 
until recently had been the leader of an SS division. 
Now he was the leader of the Adolf Hitler Volunteer 
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Corps, which he had assembled a few days before in 
Tiergarten—volunteers from all over what remained of 
the Reich. All in all, this force was about 2,000 strong 
and was intended to form the final ring of defenses 
around the Reich Chancellery. Mohnke was speaking 
loudly to some SS officeis, gesticulating all the time, 
and issuing orders. Despite the ventilators, the air in the 
small, bare room was stale and suffocating. Mohnke 
rang the adjutants’ office to check on my orders, and I 
was then escorted further into the interior of the bunker 
by two SS men. Here the dull rumble of shells landing 
could be only faintly heard. 

The bunker rooms seemed more austere and uninvit- 
ing than ever. The cold, gray concrete walls exuded the 
damp, musty smell common to all new buildings. Our 
path took us through a maze of bunker rooms, all con- 
nected to each other by passages or thin steel doors. 
The mustiness, the confused sound of people talking, 
the humming of the ventilators pervaded everything like 
a nightmare. There were, all in all, about fifty to sixty 
bunker rooms under the Reich Chancellery. Six exits 
led out of this labyrinth, three of them directly into the 
open air, the rest into the ground floor of the Reich 
Chancellery and to Hitler’s bunker in the garden. Sev- 
eral of the rooms were crammed, ceiling high with 
bread, canned goods and other supplies, so that it was 
difficult to get through. Other rooms and passages were 
full of soldiers, most leaning listlessly against the walls. 
Many were simply lying or sitting on the bare concrete 
floor, gun in arm, asleep. They were all tall, strong 
young SS men. Their appearance did not exactly sug- 
gest that they were inspired by eagerness for battle; in- 
stead, they seemed resigned to their fate. During the 
following few days this impression of apathy was 
reinforced; it was true even of very high-ranking 
officers. 

Finally we reached our destination, a narrow, musty 
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bunker room, closely packed with clerks, draftsmen and 
orderlies. General Krebs was away reporting to Hitler 
with Von Freytag-Loringhoven, so I had to wait, listen- 
ing to the shells from the Russian artillery landing 
somewhere in the center of the city, alternating between 
explosions and a low rumbling. My thoughts focused on 
a single question: How long will this last, and what will 
the end be like? I had to wait a long time, but even- 
tually Freytag appeared. He seemed even taller in the 
low room. When he saw me, a smile flitted across his 
face. I reported for duty, strictly in accordance with 
regulations, but he shook my hand and said, “Why 
don’t we drop the formality? There’s no point in it 
anymore.” Then after a pause, he added, “We’re all in 
the same boat now, my dear fellow. Come with me a 
minute, and I'll give you an outline of your work; the 
general won’t be back for awhile.” We passed through 
a nicely arranged room, the quarters of General Burg- 
dorf and his adjutant, Lieutenant Colonel Weiss. Our 
bunker was separated from this one by a thin steel 
door. On the left, beside the door, were two bunk beds, 
and opposite them two desks. A large curtain divided 
the room in two; the part behind the curtain was occu- 
pied by General Krebs. The walls were gray, bare con- 
crete, as in the other bunkers. When I had deposited 
my things and sorted them out, Von Freytag- 
Loringhoven explained to me about the place and the 
company in which we found ourselves. 


In his garden bunker Hitler was provided with a 
study, a bedroom, two living rooms and a bathroom. 
Next to this private suite there was the map room or 
conference room, with which I was already familiar. 
The hall outside these rooms served as an anteroom 
during the conferences in the map room. A small room 
on this lowest level of Hitler’s bunker was the home of 
Blondi, Hitler’s Alsatian dog, and her four puppies. A 
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few steps higher there were some eighteen fairly small 
rooms and passages housing a telephone exchange; a 
power house; Dr. Stumpfegger, Hitler’s surgeon, with 
two rooms; Goebbels with two rooms; and some of Hit- 
ler’s guards and personal servants. Four rooms on the 
upper floor were occupied by Frau Goebbels and her 
five children. Here, too, were housed the kitchen, with 
Hitler’s vegetarian cook, Fraulein Manzialy, the dining 
room and some more personal adjutants, servants and 
orderlies. 

The building was connected to the world outside by 
an air shaft with ventilators, by the staircase leading to 
the garden and by a passage to the other bunker rooms 
under the Reich Chancellery, which were much higher 
up than Hitler’s bunker. 

At the end of this passage was the Press Office run 
by Heinz Lorenz. Here, too, Bormann had his quarters 
and the rooms for his secretariat, in which his personal 
adviser, Standartenfiihrer Zander, and his secretaries 
were lodged. The adjacent rooms housed Fegelein, 
Colonel Claus von Below, Admiral Voss, Ambassador 
Hewel, Hitler’s Army adjutant Major Johannmeier, 
Hitler’s pilot, Bauer, and the second pilot, Beetz, plus 
Goebbels’ representative in the Propaganda Ministry, 
Dr. Naumann. Brigade Leader Albrecht shared a room 
with his half brother, Standartenfiihrer Zander. Also 
living in this complex were Hitler’s private secretaries 
and a few Intelligence assistants. Set somewhat apart 
from it was the Armed Forces Intelligence Department, 
with living quarters for General Burgdorf and his adju- 
tant, Lieutenant Colonel Weiss, and our room, which 
we shared with General Krebs. 

All in all there were 600 to 700 people in the bunk- 
ers, counting sentries, orderlies, clerks, kitchen staff and 
other servants and also a unit of SS troops in the cellars 
under the Chancellery. 

Ambassador Hewel was the permanent representa- 
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tive of the Foreign Ministry in Hitler’s entourage, an 
amiable, somewhat overweight diplomat of unremarka- 
ble talents who was completely under Hitler’s influence. 
He had lived for a long time on Java as a diplomat, 
until Hitler had brought him back after coming to 
power. His job was no easy one, for Hitler hardly ever 
saw his professional diplomats, ambassadors and en- 
voys anymore, regarding them as defeatists looking at 
everything through foreign eyes. He dismissed the 
warnings in their reports out of hand, if he read them at 
all. The way he rewarded the services of his ambassa- 
dor in Moscow, Count Friedrich Weiner von der 
Schulenburg, was typical: Von Schulenburg had issued 
repeated warnings against a war with the Soviet Union, 
and on April 25, 1941, had arranged to see Hitler per- 
sonally in order to try once again to dissuade him from 
a war with Russia. Von Schulenburg was executed after 
the assassination attempt on July 20, 1944, although 
there was never any proof of his involvement in the 
plot. 

Admiral Voss was the representative of the grand ad- 
miral, replacing Admiral von Puttkamer, who had held 
the post from 1934 until he had been ordered to 
Berchtesgaden. Major Johannmeier was the successor of 
the Army adjutant Borgmann, killed a few weeks be- 
fore by dive-bomber fire while on his way to take over 
a division in the west. 

My assignment in the bunker was to survey the mili- 
tary situation in and around Berlin and Potsdam hourly 
and to prepare reports on it. Bernd von Freytag- 
Loringhoven was to deal personally with all the other 
battle areas where German soldiers were still fighting. 
To bring me up to date, Bernd then recapped for me 
the military developments of the last twenty-four hours. 


South of Berlin the Russians were advancing from 
Jiiterbog in the direction of Wittenberg. The Russian 
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spearhead which the day before had’ advanced to a 
rough line Treuenbrietzen-Beelitz-Teltow had moved 
farther forward to a point south of Potsdam and 
southeast of Brandenburg. The bulk of the Ninth Army 
was still in the square formed by Liibben, Guben, 
Frankfurt an der Oder and Fiirstenwalde. There was 
fighting on the Teltow Canal, south of Berlin. In the 
suburbs east and northeast of the city, battles were 
going on everywhere. We had blocked the Russian 
incursion on the Prenzlauer Allee. We were still holding 
a position on the Havel, but for how long? 

The battle commandant of Berlin, General Reimann, 
had been relieved of his duties that day by Hitler and 
replaced by the twenty-seven-year-old Lieutenant Colo- 
nel Barenfanger, who held the Knight’s Cross with oak 
leaves and swords. In the present situation Reimann 
had not been tough enough or unscrupulous enough for 
Hitler or, even more important, for Goebbels. The orig- 
inal division of Greater Berlin into three defense zones, 
which General Reimann had drawn up, was already out 
of date. In these three defense zones—the “Berlin ring” 
with a perimeter of 120 kilometers; the line of defense 
along the Berlin city boundary with a front of about 90 
kilometers; and the defense zone along the ring formed 
by the city railway—the people of Berlin had dug 
trenches and erected barriers before the Russian attack 
on April 16. These pathetically puny defenses had not 
presented the Red Army with any serious difficulties. 
Now only one link with the outside world remained 
open, a single road to the northwest, through Nauen. It 
was estimated that the encirclement of Berlin would be 
complete by the next day, April 24. 

General Wenck’s Twelfth Army was in the process of 
regrouping for a change of front, from the west, in the 
battle against the Americans, to the east against the 
Red Army. The northernmost corps of the Army, the 
Twelfth Tank Corps under General Holste, was holding 
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on with weakened forces in the area of Rathenow and 
Plaue. The Twentieth, the southernmost corps, under 
General KGhler, which with three divisions was the 
most effective fighting unit in this army, was positioned 
to the west of the line Wittenberg-Belzig. 

This army, with its depleted numbers and its short- 
age of vehicles, tanks, guns and means of communica- 
tion was not an army at all, in the traditional sense. 
But, once united with the elements of the Ninth Army 
left in the region west of Frankfurt an der Oder, it was 
supposed to be going to liberate Berlin. In Berlin itself 
the Fifty-sixth Tank Corps, which under General Weid- 
ling had fought its way back from the Oder and was 
now completely exhausted, was still available for the 
defense of the city, as were the remains of routed and 
shattered divisions from the Oder front antiaircraft 
units and the Volkssturm. The major element in the de- 
fensive forces, however, was the Volkssturm, poorly 
equipped and scarcely worth consideration as a fighting 
force. There was hardly any artillery available on the 
120-kilometer-long front, and there were no reserves of 
ammunition for the few guns that were available. The 
badly depleted ranks of soldiers were likely to be made 
up in the next few days by the Hitler Youth, and then in 
the city itself there were still something like 2,000,000 
civilians. There was also another weak corps with two 
divisions in Potsdam, command of which had been 
taken over that day by General Reimann; in the entire 
city there were still about forty to fifty tanks available. 
To face these forces, the Russians had assembled four 
Armies and several thousand tanks and armored ve- 
hicles. 

“Hew long do you think the battle here will last?” I 
asked Bernd. 

He replied, “Eight, at the most ten days.” 

“And what can we hope for from Wenck’s army?” 

“Nothing, nothing at all. With the forces they’ve got 
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and their inadequate equipment, it is unthinkable that 
they could make any appreciable difference to the out- 
come of the main battles.” 

“You think there’s absolutely no hope then?” 

“None at all, only the possibility of dragging out this 
struggle for Berlin for a few more days. There might 
still be just a glimmer of hope perhaps, if it wasn’t for 
Hitler,” he added bitterly. “Hitler still wants to attack, 
you know; he still hasn’t entirely abandoned his plan to 
attack and regain the Oder line later on!” 

Although the Fiihrer had conceded once already that 
the war was totally lost, he still seemed incapable of 
grasping what was really happening outside the bunker. 
Since his arrival in Berlin in January, he had not once 
left the Reich Chanceilery. It would have been the work 
of a few hours to check the state of affairs for himself, 
but he didn’t want to. He didn’t want to destroy his fan- 
tasy world by contact with reality. On those rare occa- 
sions when any of us found the courage to tell him the 
truth and shake the foundations of this fantasy, he sim- 
ply started to rave. Outside, the German Army and the 
very foundations of the German state were disintegrat- 
ing, but Hitler still would not give in; he still wanted to 
attack. He, Bormann and Goebbels had ordered that 
soldiers and Volkssturm men who retreated or did not 
believe in victory were to be hanged. 

As of that morning, the Berliners and those still liv- 
ing and fighting in the city were deluged with encour- 
agement, orders and appeals in the form of posters, 
leaflets and loudspeaker announcements dreamed up by 
Bormann and Goebbels. It was difficult to grasp, but it 
appeared that after breaking down the day before, Hit- 
ler had once again found a ray of hope. Could it have 
deen the attacks being mounted, in his imagination, by 
Steiner, Holste, Wenck, Schdrner and Busse that in- 
spired him to allow the surrounded city of Berlin and 
its people to be annihilated? Or was it the sacred prom- 
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ises Of Keitel and Jodl which filled him with this frankly 
incomprehensible new hope? Perhaps it was simply the 
imresponsibility and cowardice of a man confronted with 
the prospect of his own death? 

That morning “flying” military courts, exercising 
frighteningly lawless powers, had been set up, drawn 
from the Berlin offices of the Gestapo, from the security 
police, the military police, the ordinary police and the 
political bureaus. They were fanatics who had allowed 
themselves to be made the willing tools of Goebbels 
and Bormann. They hanged people arbitrarily, tying 
placards on their victims proclaiming them cowards or 
traitors. Hundreds of officers and men, many highly 
decorated for valor, even generals simply unable to 
understand the senseless slaughter and destruction any 
longer or unwilling to join in, were strung up on trees, 
on lampposts or in the ruins. Often it was only a mo 
mentary mental blank on the victims’ part or a misun- 
derstanding that couldn’t mmediately be cleared up 
that led, within minutes, to a lynching. 


Having adapted myself to the situation as best I 
could, I set to work, preparing the map for Hitler’s 
morning report. My work was made more difficult by 
the fact that there had already been three changes of 
battle commandant for Berlin in the few days of 
fighting, entailing each time a complete reorganization 
of the chain of command, After the removal of General 
Reimann at Goebbels’ instigation, the post of battle 
commandant of Berlin had been conferred on a Lieu- 
tenant Colonel Kather. Kather, who was unknown to 
all of us, must have been a “Goebbels man.” Rumor 
had it that he was a fanatical Nazi. He dropped out 
after being wounded, and so the command passed to 
Lieutenant Colonel Barenfanger. I finally found my 
own solution to this problem by getting information 

132 


independently over the telephone from the eight com- 
mandants of the eight battle sectors of the city, not 
from the central source, the battle commandant for the 
city of Berlin. 

During the course of that evening I heard about still 
another scene in the grotesque drama being enacted in 
the Reich Chancellery. It seemed a radio message had 
arrived that afternoon from Goring saying that Goring 
had been informed that Hitler in Berlin had been de- 
prived of his freedom of action as head of state by mili- 
tary developments and that he was therefore transfer- 
ring the leadership of the state and the armed forces to 
himself, on the basis of the decree of June 29, 1941. If 
he had not heard from Hitler to the contrary by ten 
o’clock on the evening of April 23, he would assume 
this was confirmed. To avoid having his radio message 
pass through Bormann’s hand in the Reich Chancellery 
before Hitler had a chance to see it. Goring had sent 
several identical messages to Hitler, to his liaison officer 
in the Reich Chancellery, Colonel von Below, and to 
Field Marshal Keitel. But the very thing he was trying 
to prevent happened. Bormann was the first to lay 
hands on the message, and he lost no time in delivering 
it to Hitler, observing that Goring’s ultmmatum was 
clearly high treason. The message was, in fact, dripping 
with servility toward Hitler, and its tone was little more 
than one of enquiry—anything but an ultimatum. None-~ 
theless, Bormann managed to convince Hitler. The 
upshot of this intrigue by Bormann was that on the 
same evening, in a radio message from Hitler, Goring 
was relieved of all his offices and posts, expelled from 
the party, and demoted. In addition, on Bormann’s ini- 
tiative, it was arranged that Goring be arrested 
immediately by the SS and interned. 

Reich Minister Speer, Keitel and Jodl, who spoke to 
Hitler for the last time that afternoon, when they re- 
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ported the results of their reconnaissance trips to the 
front, witnessed Hitler’s hysterical reactions to Géring’s 
message and Bormann’s diabolical intriguing. 

To replace Goring as Supreme Commander of the 
Luftwaffe, General Burgdorf recommended to Hitler 
the commander of the Sixth Air Fleet in Munich, Colo- 
nel General Ritter von Greim. Von Greim was not im- 
mediately made fully aware of this decision, but was 
simply ordered to report to the Chancellery. 

I finally finished work at nearly 2 A.M. that night. 
The battle sectors reported an easing off in the fighting 
toward evening and an almost complete cease-fire by 
nightfall. About §:30 in the morning I was rather 
rudely awakened by five or six heavy Russian shells 
landing very near the Reich Chancellery. By 6 the 
shellbursts were coming regularly, every three minutes, 
as they had the day before. I had still not finished 
dressing when Giinsche, Hitler’s personal SS adjutant, 
was sent to me by Hitler to find out what the latest po- 
sition was. When he left, I telephoned the General Staff 
Officers of the Berlin sectors and of the corps in 
Potsdam. They all told the same story. At daybreak, 
after roughly an hour’s bombardment, the Russians had 
attacked everywhere. A few hours later news reached 
us that the last main road out of Berlin was threatened 
by Russian troops. Russian tanks had also appeared in 
the scrubland between Doberitz and Dallgow. This 
‘meant that Berlin was as good as completely sur- 
rounded. An underground telephone cable was our last 
link with the outside worid: it remained intact until the 
morning of April 28. On this line Bernd telephoned the 
Armed Forces High Command, which had moved, late 
in the evening of April 23, to Fiirstenberg (60 to 70 
kilometers northwest of Berlin), just in time to escape 
capture. He was given details about the battle situation 
in the north and south of Germany, in Bohemia, Cour- 
land and the Vistula estuary. Bernd and I reported on 
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the situation to General Krebs, and then the three of us 
sot off shortly before ten thirty for Hitler’s bunker. 

Because of the piles of rubble, our route was di- 
verted through the bunker garage, connected to the 
Vossstrasse by a loading ramp, and then through sev- 
eral passages leading to the long corridor beneath the 
inner courtyard. Here the thin concrete ceiling had been 
smashed in several places by earlier bombings, and 
water was ankle-deep in the poorly lit passage. We pro- 
ceeded cautiously, balancing on unsteady planks. Our 
route led through the scullery and two dining rooms, 
down to Hitler’s bunker. It took about five minutes to 
negotiate and during that time our credentials were 
checked in no less than six different places by sentries 
on duty in pairs or in threes, armed with machine guns 
and hand grenades. In the dining rooms SS officers and 
NCO’s were sitting at long tables drinking brandy and 
real coffee with big plates of open sandwiches in front 
of them. We Army officers received scarcely a nod. In 
the anteroom to the conference room in Hitler’s bunker 
we were received by Giinsche. Hitler was just finishing 
breakfast, he said; would we mind waiting for a mo- 
ment? Outside, in the wide passage leading to the ante- 
room there were another five, heavily armed SS officers 
of the Escort Detachment. I couldn’t help thinking how 
yesterday, up in the Vossstrasse, there had not been a 
single sentry in evidence. Where was the enemy? In the 
streets of Berlin or here below in Hitler’s bunker? 

There was some attempt at decoration in the small 
anteroom. On the long wall on the right-hand side was 
a brown bench over which hung six smallish paintings, 
old Italian masters. Along the opposite wall stood a 
table with a bench and four rustic-style chairs. To the 
right of this a door led into the conference room; to the 
left was the door to Hitler’s apartment. 

Soon this left-hand door opened, and Hitler ap- 
peared; behind him Goebbels limped in, and then came 


135 


Bormann. Hitler shook hands with Krebs and then with 
us and walked the few feet to the conference room. His 
posture was more bent than ever, his gait still more 
shuffling. The old flicker in his eyes, which I had found 
so unnatural, had disappeared. Now his features were 
all flaccid, and he appeared simply a sick old man. 
Krebs stood to the left of Hitler’s chair, Goebbels oppo- 
site him. This small, gaunt man had broken down too; 
he looked pale and hollow-cheeked, his expression be- 
traying deep disquiet. He followed our reports precisely 
on the map, asking only an occasional question. His 
anxious face and once-so-fanatical eyes betrayed him. 
His post as defense commissar of Berlin tied him and 
his family to the city, so that he had now become the 
prisoner of his own propaganda. The others had at least 
taken their families to safety, but he was compelled to 
share his death with a wife and five children. 

I had to leave the room briefly to take a telephone 
call. When I returned, Hitier was still talking to Krebs, 
and Goebbels slipped quietly out from behind the table, 
came over to me and, in a whisper, asked what news 
there was. He didn’t seem to expect anything good. I 
whispered that the Russians had advanced with their 
armored divisions from the bridgehead at Gartz, to the 
south of Stettin, and had gained 50 kilometers of terri- 
tory to the west. What defenses we had left there were 
very thin. 

Krebs had finished his report. Hitler looked up at me 
questioningly. I hesitated; I would have preferred Krebs 
to go first in outlining the situation, but he made a ges- 
ture of refusal, so I had to report the facts to Hitler my- 
self. Throughout, my attention was distracted by the 
marked shaking of his head. Whenever his quivering 
hand reached out or moved around on the map, I had 
to pull myself together sharply for fear of losing the 
thread of my argument. When I had finished, he 
reflected for a moment and then turned to Krebs and 
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began to shout at him. His body was bent right over, 
his hands convulsively gripping the armrests of the 
chair. He spoke disjointedly, illustrating his words with 
gestures and directions on the map: “In view of the 
broad natural barrier formed by the Oder, the Russian 
success against the Third Tank Army can only be at- 
tributed to the incompetence of the German military 
leaders there.” Krebs tried cautiously to object that we 
only had inadequately equipped emergency units and 
Volkssturm forces in this area, whereas Marshal Ro- 
kossovsky had at his disposal crack Russian divisions. 
He pointed out too that the reserves of the Third Tank 
Army under General Hasso von Manteuffel had already 
been thrown in on the hardpressed right wing and the 
exposed right flank of the army or been moved back to 
Berlin. But Hitler dismissed these objections irritably 
with a wave of his hand: “The attack from the north of 
Oranienburg must be initiated tomorrow at the latest. 
The Third Army will make use of all available forces 
for this offensive, ruthlessly depleting those sections of 
our front line which are not under attack. It is impera- 
tive that the link to Berlin from the north be restored 
by tomorrow evening. Have that passed on at once.” 

Bernd left the room, to pass on this order, and Burg- 
dorf, who had joined us in the meantime, mentioned 
Waffen SS General Steiner’s mounting this attack north 
of Oranienburg. Until recently Steiner had been the 
leader in Courland of the Third Germanic SS Corps, an 
elite unit; and he had been a particular protégé of the 
SS and of Hitler. But now Hitler seemed on the verge 
of another of his uncontrollable fits of rage: “Those ar- 
rogant, tedious, indecisive SS leaders are no good to me 
anymore,” he barked. “I do not wish Steiner to con- 
tinue in command there under any circumstances.” He 
ordered that command of the attack be taken away 
from him at once and ended the conference. 
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At noon news reached us that pressure on the city 
from the south had increased considerably. Barely an 
hour later we were notified that Tempethof airport was 
under fire from Russian artillery and could not be used 
any longer. From then on the Gatow airfield had to 
cope with the entire operation of supplying Berlin from 
the air. But by about five o’clock Gatow, too, had re- 
ported that it was under fire. 

Soviet infantry had appeared in the heathland to the 
north of Doberitz. Three T34’s were already blocking 
the Berlin-Nauen road, the last main road out of the 
city to the west. As a desperate measure, work had 
been going on since noon to convert the east-west thor- 
oughfare on both sides of the Victory Column (Sieges- 
sdule) in the center of Berlin into a landing and takeoff 
strip. Toward evening shelling of the city center inten- 
sified. During the last few days the shelling seemed to 
have been intended only as a nuisance, probably com- 
ing from a single 17.5 battery, but now the shells were 
being fired at short intervals, suggesting that the Rus- 
sians had already brought up their artillery in strength. 
Later that evening news reached us via the staff of 
Army Group Vistula that the Ninth Army was involved 
in a rigorous defensive action on the line Liibben- 
Guben-Frankfurt-Firstenwalde: this made it almost im- 
possible for them to carry out the order to regroup for 
attack in the west and join up with Wenck’s army. The 
Russian spearhead south of Berlin had now reached the 
region south of Potsdam and southeast of Brandenburg. 
From the Twelfth Army we received news that they 
had so far been unable to form a solid defensive front 
or to. make any concentration of troops in preparation 
for an assault on Berlin. The units of the Twentieth 
Corps, on the other hand, had split up into combat 
groups and were engaging the forward units of the at- 
tacking Russian forces. 
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During the night of April 24 Hitler decreed the dis- 
bandment of the Army High Command and its 
integration into the Armed Forces High Command, as 
well as the fusion of the General Staff of the Army with 
the Staff of the Armed Forces Headquarters under the 
command of Jodl, who had thus finally achieved his 
ambition, if rather late in the day. 

On the evening of the twenty-fourth there was an un- 
confirmed report that near Ketzin, some 15 kilometers 
to the northwest of Potsdam, forward units of Marshal 
Konev's army, approaching Berlin from the south, had 
for the first tume met units of Marshal Zhukov’s army, 
approaching from the north. 

At midnight on April 24 our final impression of the 
battles in the area of the city was that our own resist- 
ance had in fact been somewhat stiffened by the Dra- 
conian measures of the military courts and the ruthless 
recruiting of Goebbels and Bormann on April 24. But 
the suspicion that the Russians had already brought up 
their artillery was confirmed on the following day, April 
25. Precisely at 5:30 A.M. the heaviest bombardment 
yet of the city center began. It continued for nearly an 
hour, before it eased off to the familiar pattern of nui- 
sance fire. We were ordered, shortly before 10:30, to 
report to Hitler. On our arrival in the anteroom we 
found Bormann and Lorenz already waiting, and after 
a brief exchange of greetings, during which Hitler 
joined us, we moved into the conference room to hear 
the latest reports. Before Krebs could begin, Lorenz in- 
tervened and asked to be allowed to speak. 

Using his radio equipment in the Propaganda Minis- 
try, he had picked up news in the early hours of the 
morning from a neutral radio station. When American 
and Russian troops had met for the first time near Tor- 
gau on the Elbe in central Germany, there had been 
munor differences of opinion between the commanders 
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of the American and Russian units over the sectors to 
be occupied. The Russians complained that in this area 
the Americans had not observed the agreements 
reached at Yalta. That was all there was to it; there was 
absolutely nothing to suggest anything resembling a vio- 
lent confrontation. 

But Hitler seemed electrified by the news; his eyes 
were shining again, and he sat back erect in his chair: 

“Gentlemen, here again is striking evidence of the 
disunity of our enemies. Would not the German people 
and posterity brand me a criminal if I were to make 
peace today when there is still the possibility of our 
enemies falling out among themselves tomorrow? Is it 
not possible that on any day, even at any hour, war will 
break out between the Bolsheviks and the Anglo- 
Saxons over Germany, their prize?” 

I was reminded of the way Hitler put this pomt when 
much fater, after the war, I spoke to an officer who had 
taken part in the negotiations for unconditional surren- 
der in Rheims on May 6, 1945. He told me the fol- 
lowing story. The German delegation had already ar- 
rived in Rheims. The negotiations could not begin 
without General Dwight D. Eisenhower, who came 
later than the rest. Immediately after his arrival Eisen- 
hower went over to Jodl and, once brief introduction 
had been made, asked, “Why did you carry on fighting 
in 1944 after the defeat at Avranches? You must have 
known that at least from that moment on the fight was 
Clearly decided in our favor?” 

Jodl replied, “Hitler and I were of the opinion that 
our adversaries would. quarrel over plundering Ger- 
many and on ideological grounds.” 


When Hitler had finished, he turned back to Krebs. 
In the course of our reports he inquired several times 
about the whereabouts of General Wenck’s troops and 
about the outcome of the attack on Berlin from the 
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north which the Third Army had been ordered to 
mount. But there was nothing new whatsoever to report 
about either of these concerns. It was on that day that 
our telephone link with the outside world first began to 
be disrupted. We had, as yet, no radio link, so for some 
hours we were completely unable to receive news from 
outside. The Russian artillery fire was increasing almost 
hourly; during the afternoon the Reich Chancellery re- 
ceived its first direct hits from heavy Russian shells. For 
a quarter of an hour the ventilators had to be turned 
off, because they were drawing sulfur stench, smoke 
and limestone dust into the interior of the bunker, in- 
stead of fresh air. During the afternoon and early eve- 
ing, reports of worsening conditions followed thick and 
fast. 

In the afternoon the Armed Forces High Command 
in Fiirstenberg reported the total collapse of the Oder 
front between Gartz and Stettin. Strong armored units 
from Marshal Rokossovsky’s army had advanced west 
from the Oder on a broad front, striking toward 
Neustrelitz and Neubrandenburg. 

There was also bad news about the relief attack on 
Berlin from the position north of Oranienburg—the at- 
tack Hitler had ordered. Although we had gained some 
two kilometers of territory and had formed a small 
bridgehead south of the Ruppin Canal, the attack had 
then ground hopelessly to a halt, with extremely heavy 
casualties, in the face of overwhelmingly superior num- 
bers. 

From the Twelfth Army there were reports of strong 
enemy attacks on the Wittenberg-Treuenbrietzen line. 
In the early hours of the morning the army command 
announced that three divisions of the Twentieth Corps 
had been successfully assembled under General Kohler 
in the area southwest of the Niemegk-Belzig line. How- 
ever, these operations were being badly hampered by 
the vigorous Russian attacks. The Twelfth Army was 
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still hoping to break out from the assembly area with 
these three divisions and to attack in the direction of 
Beelitz and Trebbin—j.e., to meet the Ninth Army. 

Russian pressure westward in the area west of Berlin 
had greatly mcreased. As a result, we in Berlin were 
moving farther and farther into the “Russian hinter- 
land.” The morale of many of us in the bunker of the 
Reich Chancellery reached an absolute nadir when it 
became known that just before six o’clock the Russian 
forward units in the southern districts of the city had 
penetrated right up to Zehlendorf and deep into Neu- 
k6lin. Fighting was in progress on the Teltow Canal to 
the south of Dahlem. Vehicles from a Russian recon- 
naissance group had appeared—although only briefly— 
on the Gatow airfield. The 2,000 men of the neighbor- 
ing Kladow school of aerial warfare dug in around the 
precincts of the school. For all practical purposes, the 
Gatow airfield was out of use. Hitler commanded that 
Berlin be supplied by air drops during the night. We 
were again ordered to report to him for an interim as- 
sessment of the situation about seven o'clock. He was 
very dejected. Even the fact that Steiner had led the at- 
tack north of Oranienburg, in defiance of his express 
orders, did not provoke him to one of his notorious 
emotional outbursts, as we had expected. He merely 
commented wearily, “I told you so; under Steiner’s 
command the whole attack was bound to come to 
nothing.” 


Since the Russian attack at Spandau constituted the 
most immediate threat to the defenses in the west of 
Berlin, Reich Youth Leader Artur Axmann received 
orders to mobilize the Hitler Youth and to send them 
into action en masse at this spot. The Spandau bridges 
over the Havel at Pichelsberg were to be held at all 
costs; this was the principal mission of the Hitler Youth 
in the struggle for Berlin. During the fighting in and 
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around Berlin Axmann had left the Reich Youth build- 
ing on the Adolf-Hitler-Platz and had set up his com- 
mand post near the Reich Chancellery in the 
Wilhelmstrasse. He appeared daily at the Reich Chan- 
cellery to report or to be brought up to date on the situ- 
ation. Otherwise, when during the next few days his 
boys were thrown relentlessly into the hopeless fight, he 
stayed with them almost constantly. 

The news about our rapidly deteriorating situation 
spread like wildfire in the bunker. SS leaders of Hitler’s 
Escort Detachment, who previously had scarcely no- 
ticed us or had treated us only with condescension, sud- 
denly became friendliness itself. Bernd and I found it 
difficult to avoid the many questions which met us at al- 
most every corner of the bunker. “When do you think 
Wenck will get to Berlin?” “Can we break out to the 
west?” “How much longer can we hold out?” These 
men, who had always been supercilious and arrogant to 
us Army officers, were now looking to us for comfort 
and confidence. For the most part the questions came 
from men who had no experience of the front and had 
never been face to face with death. Some of them drank 
themselves into insensibility and drifted dazedly toward 
the unknown. The forced inactivity in the bunker, while 
the shells burst over our heads, was bound to have a 
demoralizing effect on them. Many of them first real- 
ized that evening that the bunker would be their grave. 
And yet it did not seem to occur te any of them to vol- 
unteer for action. 

Later in the evening I telephoned the staff officers of 
the eight battle sectors and asked them about the mo- 
rale of the troops—something not mentioned in the 
daily reports. The picture was the same everywhere. 
Many of the old Volkssturm soldiers, almost all inade- 
quately armed, trained and equipped and convinced of 
the futility of the fighting in the city, were leaving their 
positions at the approach of even relatively light Rus- 
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sian forces and trying to escape to join their wives and 
children in the cellars of their houses. Most had only 
responded to the callup in the first place out of fear of 
the flying courts-martial of the SS and the military po- 
lice. The regular troops, what few of them were left, 
fought hard but were nearly out of ammunition. Worst 
of all was the lack of trained and experienced soldiers, 
a lack that became more glaring with every hour. While 
the front had withstood attack in some places, in others 
the Russians had met virtually no resistance, and they 
were able to march into the rear of those soldiers still 
putting up a fight. All sectors had had great difficulty 
coping with the supply situation and with the roaring 
fires in the city. Since there was no water to fight the 
fires, they raged unimpeded through whole rows and 
streets of houses. Oniy ruins, where there was nothing 
left to burn, could contain the fires now. 

The Russian superiority in equipment, especially in 
tanks and artillery, was overwhelming. Our aircraft 
could not be used to any effect in this maze of walls. An 
officer reported from one of the southern sectors of the 
city that former German prisoners of war, members of 
the National Committee, were rendering the Russians 
invaluable service as guides. I reported all this to the 
general. 


It had grown very late, and Bernd and I went up- 
Stairs and out into the open air. The noise of battle had 
almost died away; only a few solitary shells could be 
heard dully a fairly long distance off. Fires shed an or- 
ange glow in the darkness, but the air was clean and 
cool, and we took deep pleasure in filling our lungs 
after so long underground. A beautiful expanse of star- 
lit sky stretched over the ravaged city. For a long time 
we stood staring silently into the intermittent glow of 
the fires. Finally Bernd said, “In a few days all this will 
be over. I don’t want to die with those men down there 
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in the bunker. When it comes to the end, I want my 
head aboveground and free.” Then he fell silent again, 
but what he had said weighed heavily on both our 
thoughts. At midnight we went back into the bunker, 
where we still had a pile of work to get through. 

At around eight o’clock the next morning, April 26, 
reports came in from several sectors about supplies 
dropped from the air. At first light a group of Messer- 
schmitt 109’s had dropped several hundred canisters of 
supplies on the center of the city. Unfortunately, in the 
vast heaps of debris only about a fifth of them had been 
found. As far as ammunition was concerned, this was 
merely a drop in the ocean. The worst shortage of am- 
munition was felt by the few tanks still available and 
the artillery of the Fifty-sixth Tank Corps, which could 
not even be brought into action properly, for lack of 
ammunition. We sent a radio message to the Armed 
Forces High Command, ordering that transport planes 
were to land, regardless of risk, on the east-west thor- 
oughfare and fly ammunition into the city. The lamp- 
posts and trees in the way had. been removed several 
days before in order to create a satisfactory runway. 
And by 9:32 we received confirmation that two Junker 
52’s with tank ammunition had taken off. I passed the 
news on to the appropriate sectors at once, to prevent 
any confusion. At the same time the military casualty 
units set up in the Charité Hospital were given instruc- 
tions to have fifty wounded ready for flying out in about 
two hours. At 10:30 the two aircraft landed smoothly in 
the vicinity of the Siegessaule. The effect of this on us 
all was indescribable. We had grown modest in our ex- 
pectations, and it was, after all, at least the semblance 
of a link to the outside world. At eleven o’clock both 
aircraft were loaded with severely wounded and pre- 
pared for takeoff. Everything was done in feverish 
haste, as it was of course vital not to expose the planes 
to artillery fire for a second longer than was absolutely 
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necessary. The first aircraft did, in fact, manage to take 
off without a hitch. The second, however, brushed its 
left wing against the undemolished front of a ruined 
building and crashed shortly after takeoff. I later 
learned that not all the passengers in this plane lost 
their lives, thanks to the fact that it was still low and 
flying pretty slowly when the accident happened. 

At eight o’clock, after a heavy bombardment, the 
Russians attacked the Teltow Canal between Dreilinden 
and Teltow. Here, too, our defenses were overrun very 
quickly. By the evening the districts of Machnow, Ni- 
kolassee, Zehlendorf, Schlachtensee and Steglitz were 
entirely in Russian hands. In Neukolln there was 
fighting on the southern perimeter of Tempelhof 
airfield. The Russian plan to push deep into the 
Grunewald forest with motorized units was thwarted on 
the narrow strip of land between Schlachtensee and the 
Krumme Lanke lake, but the divisions fighting here, the 
Eighteenth and Twentieth Panzer Grenadier divisions, 
were in a desperate plight. 


Two reports from the battle sectors in the eastern 
and northern parts of the city were just as devastating 
as those from the south. The enemy had attacked here 
also after a short but intensive bombardment. In the 
course of the day there was stubborn fighting with 
heavy casualties near the Stettiner station and the Gir- 
litz station. We completely lost control of the Weissen- 
see, Reinickendorf and Tegel districts. A particularly 
grave development was a Russian advance to 
Siemensstadt, which was only halted on the banks of 
the Spree, where bitter fighting was still going on. 
Toward evening the first fighting in Charlottenburg was 
reported. 

As our information from the various districts grew 
increasingly unreliable and contradictory, we had to try 
to piece together our own picture of the situation, at 
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first hand. We decided to use the still relatively intact 
Berlin telephone network. We simply telephoned ac- 
quaintances in streets and districts where we knew 
fighting was going on or thumbed through the telephone 
book and chose suitable addresses and numbers at ran- 
dom which, from their location, seemed likely to yield 
the information we needed. This may have been a 
pretty primitive form of reconnaissance for the supreme 
command of the German Army, but it did, in fact, 
bring the desired results. 

“Excuse me, madam, have you seen the Russians?” 

“Yes,” came the frightened reply, more often than 
we cared to hear. “Half an hour ago two of them were 
here. They were part of a group of about a dozen tanks 
at the crossroads. There has been no fighting here, but 
about fifteen minutes ago I saw the tanks through my 
window, driving on in the direction of Ringstrasse.” 

I was perfectly satisfied with this information. We 
fitted together many such conversations to produce a 
fairly complete picture, which was certainly a lot 
clearer than the messages from the troops. 


147 


CHAPTER VII 


The End of the Self-Destruction 


When we went to make our reports to Hitler at seven 
o’clock in the evening of April 26, we found an almost 
indescribable state of uproar in the anteroom. General 
Ritter von Greim had arrived from Munich with the 
woman air ace Hanna Reitsch to report to Hitler, as or- 
dered. Von Greim had been wounded in the right calf 
by Russian fiak during the flight, and he was lying on a 
stretcher. While the doctor was still attending to Von 
Greim, Hitler informed him of the reason for his pres- 
ence in the Chancellery, which up to this time had been 
a mystery to him. He described the “treachery” of 
Reich Marshal Goring, speaking at some length and 
punctuating his narrative with abuse of his former col- 
league. Then he promoted Von Greim to field marshal 
and appointed him the new supreme commander of the 
Luftwaffe. 

I suppose there has rarely been a man so surprised at 
being promoted and appointed to a new post as Greim 
was on this occasion. It was not only the reason for his 
promotion and appointment and the circumstances sur- 
rounding it which were peculiar, but also the fact that 
he had been dragged away from his military duties to 
be given this information, at the risk of being killed or 
captured. His flight from Munich to Revchlin, in 
Mecklenburg, had been extremely foolhardy in view of 
the absolute enemy air superiority and considering the 
fact that the territory he had to fly over was almost en- 
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tirely occupied by the Allies. Greim and his companion 
had been escorted by Luftwaffe fighters as far as Gatow 
airfield in Berlin, where they had had to land, although 
the field was under artillery fire. They had continued 
their flight in a slow Fieseler Storch training plane, and 
during the flight from Gatow into the center of the city 
Greim, who had taken the controls himself, had been 
hit by flak over Russian-occupied Grunewald. When he 
collapsed at the controls, Hanna Reitsch had leaned 
over him and landed the aircraft smoothly near the 
Brandenburger Tor. 

Hanna Reitsch and Hitler were old friends, and they 
greeted each other warmly. She remained modestly in 
the background during any discussions, but this pretty 
woman with her fresh, positive ways commanded the 
unqualified respect of all those assembled in the 
bunker. Two days later Hitler had the foresight to give 
her a phiat of poison. Her only reply was a smile which 
expressed all her selfless loyalty. 

On the way back from the conference to our room 
we met Frau Magda Goebbels. During the past few 
days Frau Goebbels, like Hanna Reitsch, had not 
shown the slightest sign of fear. Her attitude seems in- 
comprehensible unless one remembers her fanatical, 
almost religious faith in Hitler. How much of it was still 
genuine by this time, we shall probably never know. 
One of the more important sources of Hitler’s tragic 
power over the German people was, of course, the hyp- 
notic influence he had on people and on women in par- 
ticular. 

Around eight-thirty Bernd was in touch with the 
Armed Forces High Command. According to the latest 
radio messages, forward units of the Ninth Army, at- 
tacking from the area of Frankfurt an der Oder, had 
crossed the Zossen-Baruth road to the south of Berlin. 
The attack by the Twelfth Army was making only very 
slow progress in the face of stubborn enemy resistance 
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in the wooded country at Beelitz. The next twenty-four 
hours would show whether there was any chance of 
success here. There was no further news of Holste’s 
corps or of Steiner’s “attack” near Oranienburg, but the 
Russians had succeeded in their drive against the Third 
Tank Army, advancing from the south of Stettin toward 
Neubrandenburg and Neustrelitz. 

Another conference was summoned at around eleven 
o’clock that evening. On the way Bernd met Lieutenant 
Colonel Weiss behind the scullery. Weiss had just come 
from Hitler’s bunker. I stood waiting at the scullery 
door and was the involuntary witness of a scene be- 
tween some kitchen maids and SS men. The women, 
real Berliners, poured scorn on these “bunker soldiers”: 
“Listen, if you don’t pick up your guns and start 
fighting soon, you can put our aprons on and we'll go 
outside and fight. You ought to be thoroughly ashamed 
of yourselves; just look at the kids out there smashing 
Russian tanks...” 

General Weidling, the commander of the Fifty-sixth 
Tank Corps, who had been highly decorated for valor, 
was waiting in the anteroom. He gave the impression of 
preat vigor despite his fifty-five years of age. Bernd told 
me that he was to be battle commandant of Berlin; he 
had just heard the news himself from Weiss. Since 
April 23 this post had been held by young officers who, 
although they were committed Nazis, did not possess 
any exceptional military abilities and had proved un- 
able to cope with the dire situation in Berlin. Now, at 
last, the decision had been made to bring in an experi- 
enced general. But Weidling had sufficient sense of re- 
sponsibility not to accept his appointment without 
reservations. When Hitler gave him the job of taking 
over the totally bungled military situation in Berlin, he 
agreed only on one condition—that nobody from the 
Reich Chancellery was to interfere with his authority. 
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During the conference that day Hitler agreed, after 
some hesitation, to respect this qualification. 

The next morning, at six, I was awakened by Bernd 
with some difficulty. The fresh-air ventilators had tem- 
porarily failed, and an acrid stench of sulfur, mixed 
with suffocating limestone dust, filled our room. Out- 
side ail hell had been let loose. The bunker shook as if 
it were caught up in an earthquake, as shell after shell 
landed on the Reich Chancellery building. It was about 
a quarter of an hour before the bombardment eased off 
and, judging by the noise, moved on toward the Potsda- 
mer Platz. 

Reports from the city grew steadily worse. The 
women, old men, invalids, wounded soldiers and refu- 
gees had now been living for nearly a week without a 
break in the cellars and ruins of the city center. No rea- 
sonably organized supply system existed any longer. 
The thirst was even worse than the hunger, for there 
had been no water for days. The fires were now entirely 
out of control, belching stifling smoke into the cellars, 
improvised shelters and passages. And above it all 
burned relentless April sunshine. The hospitals, military 
casualty units and bombproof bunkers had long since 
been filled to overflowing with wounded. Thousands of 
wounded soldiers and civilians lay in the tunnels and 
stations of the subway; no one will ever know how 
many there really were. Yet even in this desperate situ- 
ation some of the men in the bunker still felt fresh hope 
when, at ten thirty, news of Wenck’s army was finally 
picked up again. To the southwest of Potsdam in the 
extensive woods around Beelitz its forward units had 
made some further progress toward the Schwielowsee. 
Only a few kilometers separated them from General 
Reimann’s corps, which was fighting near Potsdam. 
Now the only subject of conversation in the bunker was 
the short distance between the Twelfth Army and Rei- 
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mann’s corps and the coming liberation of Berlin by 
General Wenck. But a few hours later Wenck’s army 
reported strong Russian attacks on their flank, in the 
area of the Beelitz sanatoria, and when, in the evening, 
Wenck had got no farther and nothing but severe de- 
fensive fighting was reported, most people realized that 
the three divisions were far too weak to push on and 
fight their way through into the city center. The mood 
was reversed again, and many were near despair. 


That morning I saw Eva Braun for the first time. She 
was sitting with Hitler and several of his closest associ- 
ates at the table in the anteroom, making lively conver- 
sation. Hitler was listening to her. She was wearing a 
close-fitting gray suit, which emphasized a very good 
figure, and elegant shoes; I was struck too by a pretty, 
diamond-studded wristwatch. Undoubtedly an attrac- 
tive woman, but rather affected and theatrical. 

Hitler stood up as we reported, and we followed him 
into the conference room. Regardless of the absence of 
any further reports of success from Wenck, he once 
again grasped at this straw. He wanted to delay the end 
of the struggle for Berlin still further, without a thought 
for the thousands, hungry, thirsty or dying in the city. 
And then came one of the most inhuman of his orders 
during the last days of the fighting in Berlin. Because 
the Russians had repeatedly pushed back our front im 
the city area by advancing through the subway tunnels 
and thus getting to the rear of the German forces, he 
ordered special units to open the locks of the Spree and 
flood the tunnels of the underground to the south of the 
Reich Chancellery. In these tunnels were countless ci- 
vilians and thousands of wounded. But their lives were 
of no importance to him, and this insane order caused 
many deaths. 

After the conference we met Hanna Reitsch. She had 
already made two attempts to take off near the Bran- 
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denburger Tor with the wounded Field Marshal von 
Greim, but each time she had had to give up because 
the artillery fire was too heavy. During her stay in the 
bunker of the Reich Chancellery she had struck up a 
close'friendship with Magda Goebbels, and I often saw 
them together. 

A little later that afternoon some men from Hitler’s 
Escort Detachment brought in a little boy, in a severe 
state of shock and locking as if he had not slept for 
days, who had just put a Russian tank out of action 
near the Potsdamer Platz. With a great show of emo- 
tion Hitler pinned an Iron Cross on his puny chest, on 
a mud-spattered coat several sizes too big. Then he ran 
his hand slowly over the boy’s head and sent him back 
out into the hopeless battle in the streets of Berlin. 

Freytag, Weiss and I went back te our bunker rooms 
together and discussed this unreal scene. We were 
officers who had seen years of active service, and we 
found it intolerable to crawl off and hide while fighting 
was going on outside. We did not notice that Bormann 
had turned up and was listening. Suddenly, with an air 
of benevolence, he put his hands on Freytag’s shoulders 
and on mine and stepped between us. He got on to the 
subject of Wenck’s troops, the relief of Berlin and the 
imminent victorious end to the war.. Then he added in 
his unnaturally forced voice, “When this battle ends in 
victory for us, as it soon will, you who have been 
loyal to the Fuhrer and who have shared his darkest 
hours will hold high offices in the state and will be re- 
warded for your loyal services with large estates.” Then 
he smiled graciously at us and went smugly on his way. 
At first I was so stunned that I couldn’t think of any- 
thing to say. So it was for manorial estates that we were 
doing our duty. I wondered if, on this April 27, he 
could really be serious about the “victorious end of the 
war’? As so often before when I had heard or seen him 
or Goebbels or Goring or other men around Hitler, 
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I asked myself if they really believed what they were 
saying. Or was it a diabolical mixture of pretense, meg- 
alomania and fanatical stupidity? 


After it was learned late in the evening that spear- 
heads of Wenck’s army had battled their way through 
to Ferch on the Schwielowsee, the commandant of 
Berlin asked to be allowed to make a report to Hitler. 
Bormann, Krebs and Burgdorf stood silently behind 
Hitler while General Weidling reported roughly as fol- 
lows: Wenck’s army was far too weak, both in men and 
matériel, to hold the territory they had just gained 
south of Potsdam, let alone to break through into the 
center of Berlin. At the moment the forces of the Berlin 
garrison were still in a position to make a breakout to 
the southwest, with some chance of success, in order to 
link up with Wenck’s army. 

“My Fihrer,” Weidling continued, “I will take per- 
sonal responsibility for getting you safe and unharmed 
out of Berlin. The Reich capital would thus be spared 
the devastating final stages of the battle.” Hitler tumed 
the idea down. Again, on the following morning, when 
Axmann made the same suggestion and pledged the life 
of every single member of the Hitler Youth to give the 
Fiihrer a safe escort, Hitler again refused to leave 
Berlin. 

When news got around the bunker that no significant 
help could be expected from Wenck’s army and that 
Hitler had rejected the possibility of an escape from the 
city, a sort of doomsday mood spread among Hitler’s 
men. We were still hard at work as they attempted to 
drown their fears in alcohol. The best food, wines and 
spirits were raided from the extensive supplies in the 
Reich Chancellery. While the wounded in the cellars 
and subway tunnels of the city could not even relieve 
their agonizing hunger and thirst, many of them lying 
only a few yards away from the Reich Chancellery in 
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the subway station on the Potsdamer Platz, here the 
wine was flowing. 

About two o’clock in the morning I lay down, utterly 
exhausted from long hours of work, to try to get a few 
hours’ sleep. Noise was resounding from the next room. 
Bormann, Krebs and Burgdorf were in there, drinking 
animatedly together. I must have been asleep for some 
two and a half hours when Bernd, lying below me in his 
bed, woke me and said, “You’re missing something, old 
man; listen a minute. They’ve been yelling like this for 
quite a while. ” I sat up and listened to what was going 
on in the next room. 

Burgdorf was shouting at Bormann, “Ever since I 
took on this job, nearly a year ago, I’ve put all my en- 
ergy and idealism into it. P've tried every way I know to 
bring the Army and the party closer together, and I’ve 
been snubbed for my pains, by my former friends in the 
services, even despised by some of them. I’ve done ev- 
erything in my power to dispel the distrust Hitler and 
the party feel towards the armed forces. In the end they 
accused me in the forces of being a traitor to the Ger- 
man officer class, and now I can see that those recrimi- 
nations were justified, that my work was in vain, my 
idealism wrong—not only wrong, but naive and 
stupid.” He paused for a moment, breathing heavily. 
Krebs tried to calm him down, appealing to him to 
remember that Bormann was present. But Burgdorf 
went on, “Leave me alone, Hans, these things have got 
to be said sometime. In forty-eight hours it will prob- 
ably be too late. Our young officers went to war with 
great faith and idealism. Hundreds of thousands have 
gone to their deaths. And for what? For their father- 
land, for our greatness and our future? For a decent, 
clean Germany? In their hearts, yes; but not in reality. 
They have died for you, for your good living and your 
megalomania. The youth of a nation of eighty million 
has shed its blood on the battlefields of Europe, mil- 
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lions of innocent people have been sacrificed, while 
you, the leaders of the party, have lined your pockets 
with the nation’s wealth. You have lived well, appro- 
priated huge fortunes, stolen estates, built castles, wal- 
lowed in opulence, deceived and oppressed the people. 
You have trodden our ideals in the dirt, and our moral- 
ity, our faith, our soul. For you human beings were no 
more than a means of feeding your insatiable lust for 
power. You have destroyed our culture with its hun- 
dreds of years of history; you have destroyed the Ger- 
man people. That is the terrible burden of the guilt you 
bear!” 

The general had shouted these last sentences almost 
as if he were under solemn oath. It had grown silent in 
the bunker. One could hear Burgdorf gasping for 
breath. Then we heard Bormann’s voice, cool, deliber- 
ate and oily, making this feeble reply: “There’s no need 
to get personal about it, old man. All the others may 
have got rich quick, but I am not guilty. That I swear to 
you by all that’s sacred to me. Prosit, old boy!” 

By ali that’s sacred to me! Yet I knew for certain 
that he had acquired a large property in Mecklenburg 
and another in Upper Bavaria, and that he was having 
a feudal villa built on the Chiemsee. Had he not, only a 
few hours before, offered us the prospect of large es- 
tates? This was the sacred oath of the supreme leader, 
after Hitler, of the National Socialist German Workers’ 
Party. 

I tried to get to sleep again, but without success. 
About five-thirty the Russian artillery fire opened up 
again. On this morning of April 28 it escalated quickly 
into an intense bombardment, an unending inferno. I 
had not experienced such a prolonged and intense bom- 
bardment during the entire war. The fresh-air ventila- 
tors often had to be turned off for an hour at a stretch. 
Several times holes were knocked in the upper levels of 
the concrete ceiling, and we could hear the heavy lumps 
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of concrete falling onto the lower layer. The dull heavy 
explosions of bombs mingled with the bursting of shells, 
while a hurricane of fire and metal descended on the 
Reich Chancellery and the surrounding government dis- 
trict. The aerial of our 100-watt radio transmitter was 
shattered; the lines to the various defense sectors in the 
city were severed. The only means of communication 
we had left were runners and the radio transmitter and 
receiver operated by Lorenz, the press officer. Again 
and again we thought the firing had reached its peak, 
only to be proved wrong each time. The lack of fresh 
air in the bunker became unbearable, and headaches, 
shortage of breath and sweating became increasingly 
noticeable. Gradually the people in the bunker sunk 
into aimless brooding. During short breaks in the firing 
the Russians attacked over and over again. There was 
fighting on the Alexanderplatz; Russian tanks were ap- 
proaching the Wilhelmsirasse, and with it the Reich 
Chancellery, from the direction of the Hallesches Tor. 
Now only about 1,000 meters was left between us. 
Even the picked men of the SS Adolf Hitler Volunteer 
Corps could no longer withstand this overwhelming as- 
sault. 

During the morning and toward noon a number of 
our runners Managed somehow to get through to the 
commandant of Berlin and come back alive. The situa- 
tion was deteriorating in other parts of the front all 
over the city as badly as it was in our sector of the city 
center. Charlottenburg was almost completely lost, and 
the Russians, approaching from the north, had already 
reached the east-west thoroughfare at the point called 
“the knee.” The backbone of the defense in the inner 
city now consisted only of the flak towers in the Hum- 
boldthain, Friedrichshain and Zoo parks and the an- 
tiaircraft guns on the Shell building. In the areas within 
range of these “fortifications” the Russians could make 
no significant progress. But in other places they were 
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making up for it by penetrating all the farther into the 
city center. 

The Fieseler Storch airplane in which Hanna Reitsch 
and Riter von Greim had flown into Berlin on April 26 
and in which they had mtended to leave was destroyed 
by the heavy bombardment during the morning. 


Care of the wounded was becoming increasingly 
difficult in all sectors. There was a growing shortage of 
doctors, of bandages, of drugs and medicines, but most 
of all of water. 

When I went downstairs at noon with the papers for 
the conference, I was confronted by a bizarre, almost 
comic spectacle. Following their impassioned nocturmal 
argument, Burgdorf, Krebs and Bormann had moved 
from their previous living and working quarters into the 
little anteroom outside Hitler’s accommodation in the 
Fiuhrerbunker. Snoring loudly, their legs stretched out 
in front of them, the three of them were lying harmo- 
niously together, wrapped in woollen blankets in deep 
armchairs, which had been pushed in front of the bench 
along the right-hand wall. Only a few paces away, at 
the table opposite, sat Hitler and Goebbels, and on the 
bench along the lefthand wall sat Eva Braun. When 
Hitler saw me coming, he got up. It was not easy for him 
or for me to climb over the outstretched legs without 
waking the trio from their deep sleep. Goebbels, who 
followed us into the conference room, took particular 
care not to disturb them, which in view of his limp, ap- 
peared almost grotesque. Eva Braun could not resist a 
smile at this sight. 


During the night of April 27, after all verbal commu- 
nications had been totally dislocated for a time, we had 
managed to establish a telephone link between the 
Armed Forces High Command in Fiirstenberg and the 
Reich Chancellery. But from five o’clock in the morn- 
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ing this link with the outside world was once again 
completely cut off. News of the situation of the troops 
fighting in areas outside Berlin became increasingly 
scarce. The only sources of information Bernd and I 
now had left were Lorenz’s transmitter and receiver, 
and the radio station of General Weidling’s Fifty-sixth 
Tank Corps which served at the same time as Weid- 
litg’s radio station. In the Reich Chancellery itself we 
no longer had any kind of mechanical means of com- 
munication. 

When Hitler had personally asked the Armed Forces 
High Command, via the Propaganda Ministry radio 
link, what had become of the relief attacks by Steiner’s 
battle group in the north and Holste’s corps in the west 
of Berlin, the High Command had been unable to give 
any precise details and had evaded the question. In 
fact, the reports from the Ninth Army were completely 
hopeless. Attacking to the west from Frankfurt an der 
Oder, they had not got beyond the Zossen-Baruth line 
to the south of Berlin. Crowded into the tiniest space 
with a vast mass of refugees, attacked on all sides by an 
overwhelmingly superior enemy, with hardly any vehi- 
cles and ammunition left and no medical supplies for an 
army of wounded, the Ninth Army did not even re- 
motely have the strength to continue their attack to the 
west. Hitler had issued the authorization for them to 
withdraw from the Oder front, simultaneously initiating 
an attack to the west, at least three to five days too late. 
In Mecklenburg Marshal Rokossovsky’s troops had 
reached the Neustrelitz-Neubrandenburg-Ankiam line 

and were preparing to push this spearhead farther west. 


It was becoming increasingly apparent that there was 
a danger of the Berlin pocket being split in half. Be- 
cause of the Red Army’s attacks on the city from the 
north and south, the narrowest section of the pocket 
was west of the Tiergarten. As a result, there was a 
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threat of an eastern pocket developing north of the line 
Frankfurter Allee-Alexanderplatz-Hallesches Tor- 
Landwehr Canal constituting the city center district and 
parts of the precincts of Friedrichshain and Prenzlauer 
Berg, and a western pocket grouped basically around 
the Wilmersdorf district, with a narrow link to the bat- 
tle area held and defended by the Hitler Youth around 
the Pichelsdorf bridges over the Havel and including 
the Reich Sports Field. There was also yet another 
pocket, held by the Twentieth Motorized Division, be- 
tween Wannsee Lake and Potsdam, which included the 
Pfaueninsel. There was no longer any link between this 
pocket and the weak, encircled corps commanded by 
General Reimann in the Potsdam area. This Corps had 
made contact on April 28, with the Twentieth Corps of 
Wenck’s army on the narrow part of the lake at Alt- 
Geltow, to the southeast of Werder. 

During my report on the situation in Berlin, to which 
Hitler had listened in silence, the intense Russian bom- 
bardment of the government district raged incessantly 
on. When several very heavy shells had landed in the 
precincts of the Reich Chancellery and heavy pieces of 
concrete crashed down onto the lowest level of concrete 
above the bunker, probably a direct hit, Hitler put his 
shaking left hand on my forearm and interrupted my 
report. Leaning on the arm of the chair, he swiveled 
slowly around on his seat and half turned toward me. 
Then he gave me an indescribable look and asked, 
“What do you think, what caliber gun are they firing 
out there? Could it penetrate nght through down to 
here? You have been a soldier at the front, you must 
surely know?” I replied that it was most likely a 17.5 
caliber, the caliber of the Russian heavy artillery, and 
that in my view the caliber and penetration were insuffi- 
cient to destroy this bunker. Hitler seemed satisfied 
with my answer and allowed me to go on with my 
report. 
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On the way back from the conference we met SS 
Lieutenant Colonel Fegelein escorted by two armed sol- 
diers of the Escort Detachment. His epaulettes and col- 
lar flashes had been torn off; 1 could scarcely believe 
that this Hermann Fegelein, pale and dejected, was the 
same man I had seen so often during the past weeks. 
He had somehow managed to steal out of the Reich 
Chancellery unnoticed on April 26. But on the fol- 
lowing day Hitler had noticed that Fegelein, Himmler’s 
representative, was missing from our number. He was 
suspicious at once and sent out officers of his Escort 
Detachment in a search party. They found him, in civil- 
ian clothes, in his own home in Charlottenburg. When 
Fegelein was brought in, Hitler’s disciples were beside 
themselves with rage and indignation that such a high 
official should have deserted, and he was reduced to the 
ranks at once. When I saw him, he had spent the last 
twenty-four hours in an improvised ceil and was being 
taken to Hitler’s bunker to be interrogated. 


At about six o’clock we were ordered yet again to at- 
tend a conference with Hitler, though I had scarcely 
anything to add to what I had reported at noon. How- 
ever it seemed that Bernd had got hold of some very 
important news from Lorenz’s and General Weidling’s 
radios. The conference was unusually well attended for 
these days; the company included Goebbels, Burgdorf, 
Krebs, Admiral Voss and most of the liaison officers. 

The news of the Ninth Army once again demon- 
strated, this time beyond any doubt, that they were on 
the verge of annihilation. Clearly, they were no longer 
capable of attacking a superior foe and capturing the 
25 or 30 kilometers still separating them from Wenck’s 
army. The Twentieth Corps of the Twelfth Army had 
held onto the territory they had gained, which was 
bounded roughly (on the front facing the Ninth Army) 
by the Niemegk-Beelitz-Ferch line, but General Wenck 
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was iN no position to press his attack any farther in the 
direction of Berlin or to meet the Ninth Army. The 
Twentieth Corps on the right of the Twelfth Army was 
engaged in such fierce defensive fighting in this area 
that a continuation of the attack was inconceivable. To 
the left the Forty-first Corps of this army, under Gen- 
eral Holste, was holding a very extended and relatively 
thinly manned front, with absolutely no forces in re- 
serve to the rear; moreover, they were being incessantly 
attacked by Zhukov’s armored formations. Here, too, it 
was complete fantasy to think of an attack in the direc- 
tion of Berlin; the commanders here were grateful 
enough if the front merely held. 

Steiner’s battle group, under the command of Gen- 
eral von Tippelskirch’s newly formed Twenty-first 
Army Group, had held the northern bank of the 
Ruppin Canal and the small bridgehead over it, in the 
face of an adversary ten or fifteen times stronger. But 
with the forces presently available, it was too weak to 
gain even a few more meters of ground in the direction 
of Berlin. The Twenty-fifth Panzer Grenadier Division 
and the Seventh Armored Division had had to be with- 
drawn from the Twenty-first Army Group and from 
their position on the former right wing of the Third 
Tank Army near Oranienburg so that they could block 
the advancing spearheads of Marshal Rokossovsky’s 
forces. Rokossovsky was about to attack farther west 
across the Neustrelitz-Néubrandenburg line. 

Even for Hitler, the last possible hope of launching 
the relief of Berlin disappeared. Nothing new had 
emerged from this meeting that any realistic member of 
the company did not already know, but even so, these 
completely undisguised facts, quite devoid of hope, had 
a deeply depressing effect on us alli, Hitler included. 
The one moment of relief came when the almost in- 
credible news arrived of the safe landing of a replace- 
ment aircraft for Ritter von Greim. It was an Arado 
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training plane, and it was immediately put under cover 
for fear of shelling. 


Much later, at about seven o’clock, Lorenz came 
hurrying over from the Propaganda Ministry during a 
break in the firing, with another sensational piece of 
news. He had picked up a BBC London newscast in 
‘which there had been a Reuters report that SS Reichs- 
fiihrer Heinrich Himmler had offered the Allies an un- 
conditional surrender on behalf of all the German 
troops. In fact, as we subsequently learned, these nego- 
tiations had been conducted during the previous five 
days through the Swedish Count Folke Bernadotte, in 
the Swedish consulate in Liibeck. 

This news upset Hitler far more than the alleged de- 
fection or even treachery of Hermann Goring. Goring’s 
radio message had, at least, acknowledged Hitler’s au- 
thority. Himmler, on the other hand, had totally ig- 
nored his Fiihrer and acted completely independently 
over the most important issue of all. Moreover, Hitler 
had always thought of Himmler as his most loyal and 
devoted supporter and political ally. The last mainstay 
of whatever faith he may have had left in the loyalty 
and goodwill of his supporters now collapsed. He suc- 
cumbed to a helpless paroxysm of rage, full of hate and 
contempt, such as few human beings can have experi- 
enced. He described Himmiler’s deceitful negotiations as 
the most shameful betrayal in human history. 

When he had calmed down a little, he withdrew into 
the conference room with Bormann and Goebbels for a 
lengthy discussion, while the rest of us waited in the 
anteroom. When he reappeared, he ordered that Fege- 
lein be brought before him and subjected to a rigorous 
interrogation on the subject of Himmler’s activities. As 
it turned out, Fegelein yielded no information of any 
significance, but although there was no proof what- 
soever of his complicity in the Himmler plot, Hitler or- 
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dered him to be shot at once in the garden of the Reich 
Chancellery, and the sentence was carried out immedi- 
ately. 

Hitler received the news of Fegelein’s execution in a 
state of pathological excitement. He rushed straight to 
Field Marshal Ritter von Greim, who was still lying on 
a stretcher, and ordered him to leave the Reich Chan- 
cellery and Berlin right away for Schleswig-Holstein 
and to put Himmler under arrest. He gave these orders 
in a voice charged with uncontrolled hysteria, making it 
clear that Von Greim’s best course would be to liqui- 
date Himmler without delay. Both Von Greim and 
Hanna Reitsch insisted that they wanted to stick it out 
in the bunker (presumably out of some sense of loy- 
alty), but they could not make Hitler alter his decision. 
They were driven in an armed vehicle from the Reich 
Chancellery to the plane, and to our general amazement 
they made a successful takeoff in well-nigh impossible 
conditions, going on to fly safely over Berlin, through 
the dense Russian antiaircraft fire. Von Greim and 
Hanna Reitsch landed, unharmed, in Rochlin, in 
Mecklenberg, on the night of April 28. 

One can only guess whether it was due to Von 
Greim’s successful takeoff or merely the exhaustion that 
inevitably sets in after two hours of a state of excite- 
ment near frenzy, but at any rate Hitler now calmed 
down again completely. Without a word to his entou- 
rage, his face an expressionless mask, he withdrew into 
his living quarters. But not the ever-alert Martin Bor- 
mann. That very evening he radioed a message to Do- 
mitz at his staff quarters Pike near Plon, in which he 
openly accused the leaders of the Armed Forces High 
Command (i.e., Keitel and Jodl) of treachery, for their 
failure to push the troops hard enough for the relief of 
Berlin to become a reality. He closed with the words: 
“The Chancellery is already a heap of debris!” The 
message was typical of Bormann’s behavior, as was the 
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method by which he chose to send it, going the long 
way round via Admiral von Puttkamer in Berchtesga- 
den because he did not trust the Forces High Com- 
mand. None of them—Bormann, Hitler, Goebbels or 
the rest—would have it that the German Army was 
finally exhausted, nor would they ever admit to them- 
selves or those around them that the enemy was many 
times stronger than they were. The way they saw it, any 
failure must be the result of treachery. 

Bernd woke me up as morning broke on April 29. 
He was already sitting at his desk working, and it was 
some minutes before he looked up and said, quite cas- 
ually, “Our Fuhrer got married last night, Gerhard.” 
He burst into laughter at my baffled face, and I joined 
in. At this the resolute voice of General Krebs boomed 
out from behind the curtain dividing the room: “Have 
you taken leave of your senses, gentlemen, laughing so 
disrespectfully at the sovereign leader of your country?” 
Bernd waited until Krebs left the room, and then he 
told me what had taken place the night before. 

It seemed barely credible, but there had been a 
proper wedding, with registrars, a loud and clear “I 
do,” witnesses and a wedding breakfast. The usual for- 
malities of a civil marriage were carried out by an 
official of the Propaganda Ministry. Goebbels and Mar- 
tin Bormann were the witnesses. The guests at the meal 
and the short celebration which followed were General 
Krebs, General Burgdorf, Goebbels and his wife, Bor- 
mann, Hitler’s secretaries and his vegetarian cook, 
Fraulein Manzialy. 

Later Hitler had left the little wedding party with his 
private secretary, Frau Gertrud Junge, in order to dic- 
tate to her his Political Testament and his private will, 
naming Bormann as executor. Bernd had also managed 
to discover that arrangements had been made for copies 
of these wills to be taken out of Berlin and delivered to 
Admiral Donitz, who was chosen to be Hitler’s succes- 
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sor, and to Field Marshal Schdrner, the supreme com- 
mander of the Army group fighting in Bohemia. The 
messengers selected were Hitler’s Army adjutant, Major 
Johannmeier, Bormann’s right-hand man, SS Standart- 
enfiihrer Zander, and Heinz Lorenz from the Propa- 
ganda Ministry. 

When Bernd’s tale was over, we went back to our 
work, coordinating the scanty morning reports. Out- 
side, the battle for the city center raged on with 
undiminished violence. The intense Russian bombard- 
ment rained down almost incessantly on the govern- 
ment district, and the Russian attack drew ever relent- 
lessly nearer. At about nine o’clock the hurricane of ar- 
tillery fire suddenly stopped, and shortly afterward our 
runners reported that the Russians were advancing with 
tanks and infantry toward the Wilhelmplatz. It grew 
quite silent in the bunker. Everyone held his breath and 
listened in the grip of a tension that had increased to an 
almost intolerable pitch. At last, after an hour, another 
runner reported that the Russians had come to a halt 
about 400 to 500 meters from the Reich Chancellery. 


Into the midst of this tension came a fresh report 
with news from General Weidling’s staff that the link 
between General Reimann’s encircled corps in the 
Potsdam area and the Twelfth Army to the southeast of 
Werder was still intact. In this piece of news Bernd and 
I saw our chance. Whenever we two had been alone 
over the past few days, our conversation had had a re- 
current theme—how to get sent out of the bunker on 
some combat mission. 

When Kreb arrived a short while later, we were 
ready for him with our maps and papers, and he asked 
for a summary of the situation that morning. I men- 
tioned the fighting on the Belle-Alliance Platz and in 
the Potsdamerstrasse and the strenuous efforts of our 
troops to hold the Russians at bay between the Kant- 
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Strasse and Bismarckstrasse. All the other news was 
confused and contradictory. Then the major reported 
on the situation of Wenck’s army and Reimann’s corps, 
mentioning the link still existing between the two units, 
to the southeast of Werder. This was the moment 
Bernd had been waiting for to bring up our idea. He 
explained to the general how useful it would be if we 
two were to make speedy contact with the Twelfth 
Army and put Wenck completely in the picture about 
the true situation in Berlin and the Reich Chancellery. 
He insisted that as well as urging General Wenck to 
hurry, we could also act as guides for his attack on Ber- 
lin. I supported these arguments as best [ could, 
pointing out that there was hardly anything left for us 
to do in the bunker. Krebs could not bring himself to 
make a decision in case he should get into trouble with 
Hitler, but General Burgdorf, who joined us shortly af- 
terward, was remarkably easy to convince and actually 
became enthusiastic about our mission. His adjutant, 
Lieutenant Colonel Weiss, decided that he would ac- 
company us. Bormann, too, provided unexpected sup- 
port, and together he and Burgdorf succeeded in 
persuading Krebs of the necessity for our journey and 
for him to broach the subject with Hitler at the next 
conference. 

At about twelve o’clock Hitler summoned the mid- 
day conference, which included Bormann, Burgdorf 
and Goebbels. Krebs was to read the report, but there 
were only the sketchiest of maps for him to go on. The 
city center was the one place where the situation was 
still reasonably clear. Otherwise, our picture of the 
fighting in the Berlin pocket was completely confused 
by rumor, supposition and contradictory reports. 

Krebs intended to try to win Hitler’s support for our 
enterprise right after the conference. The most nerve- 
tacking moment of my whole life had arrived. Krebs 
came to the end of his report, and then he added quite 
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casually that three young officers wanted to try to break 
out-of Berlin to make contact with General Wenck and 
enlighten him about the situation in Berlin and in the 
Reich Chancellery and to urge him to hurry. Hitler 
looked up from the map and gazed absently ahead of 
him. After a silence lasting several seconds he asked, 
“Who are these officers?” Krebs told him our names. 
“Where are they now?” Burgdorf answered and gave 
him the desired information in some detail. More min- 
utes of unbelievable tension went by, seconds which 
seemed an eternity. Freytag looked across at me, and I 
knew that his nerves were as strained as mine. Suddenly 
Hitler looked me in the face and said, “How are you 
planning to get out of Berlin?” 

I stepped up to the table and explained our plan to 
him on the map: along the Tiergarten, then the Zoo 
station, Joachimstalerstrasse, Kurfiirstendamm—Adolf- 
Hitler-Platz—the Stadium—the bridges at Picheisdorf. 
From there along the Havel in a rowboat, between the 
Russian lines as far as Wannsee Lake. 

Hitler interrupted me: “Bormann, supply these three 
Officers with a motorboat; otherwise, they'll never get 
through.” J felt the blood rushing to my head. Was this 
idiotic motorboat going to ruin the entire plan? Where 
in the world would Bormann find such a thing in our 
present state of affairs? 

Before Bormann could answer, I pulled myself to- 
gether and turned to Hitler: “Fuhrer, we will get hold 
of a motorboat ourselves and deaden the noise. I’m 
convinced we will get through.” 

To our intense relief Hitler was satisfied. He slowly 
got up, looked at me wearily, shook hands with each of 
us, and said, “Give my regards to Wenck. Tell him to 
hurry or it will be too late.” 

Passes for crossing the German lines had been made 
out in advance, and now Burgdorf handed one to each 
of us. Then, at last, we were able to leave the room, 
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and once outside in the passage, we shook hands joy- 
fully. Once again we had a fighting chance, albeit a very 
slim one. We no longer faced the prospect of that ever- 
lasting waiting in the bunker. It was now twelve 
forty-five. We rushed to ready for our journey, packing 
plenty of rations, donning camouflage jackets and steel 
helmets. Finally we slung submachine guns over our 
shoulders and collected our indispensable maps. Frey- 
tag removed the red stripe from his trousers, and we 
shook hands quickly. We made our brief farewells and 
departed. It was one thirty in the afternoon of April 29. 
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CHAPTER VUI 


Breakout from Berlin and Homecoming* 


Ducking down against the wall of the bunker exit 
leading on to Hermann-GoGring-Strasse, we held back 
for a few minutes to shelter from a mortar attack. From 
somewhere, a burst of machine-gun fire whistled over 
our heads, the bullets embedding themselves in the 
walls above us. Thick black smoke rolled toward us 
from the direction of the Potsdamer Platz. Then we 
pressed on, past mortar craters, shot-up vehicles and 
dead soldiers and civilians, across Hermann-Goring- 
Strasse into the Tiergarten. We were out of the worst 
artillery fire here, in the middle of the apartment 
blocks. Then suddenly six, eight, ten Russian dive 
bombers came shrieking straight for us. We leaped to 
take cover in a doorway. Outside, bombs were falling, 
aircraft cannon chattering. Here in the hallway people 
lay and sat around, women in despair, terrified children 
and defeated soldiers. From one corner came the 
groaning of the wounded. We raced on. Beside a mor- 
tar crater lay nine or ten dead civilians, some of them 
mutilated beyond recognition. But we kept going. A 
smell of decomposition was everywhere, the occasional! 
dead horse, abandoned vehicles, more burning houses. 


*In the following pages Gerhard Boldt departs from the 
role of eyewitness which is the reason for this book's existence. 
But the description that follows is an integral part of his 
personal story. On April 29, 1945, shortly before Hitler’s death, 
the German surrender and the final victory of the Red Army in 
Berlin, Boldt succeeded in escaping from the conquered city. 
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We crawled, climbed, stumbled our way forward, mak- 
ing steady progress toward the west. In one or two 
front gardens we came across German gun emplace- 
ments still intact, ten or fifteen of them. They belonged 
to the artillery of the Fifty-sixth Tank Corps. They had 
been silent for days—their ammunition finished. 

So it went on, for the four hours it took us to cover a 
distance which would normally have been a half hour 
walk, until shortly before 6 P.M., when we reached the 
underground shelter at the Zoo station and were able to 
snatch thirty minutes’ rest. With the infantry battle un- 
mistakably getting nearer every minute, the scene was 
again one of huddled, terrified, despairing humanity. In 
complete darkness we passed through flattened houses 
and courtyards to reach Joachimstrasse-Kurfirsten- 
damm and Adolf-Hitler-Platz. The first Russian tanks 
had already passed through this spot on that same after- 
noon, April 29. From a Hitler Youth leader in com- 
mand there we obtained the services of a lad to drive us 
through partly occupied territory to the Reich Stadium, 
where another small combat group was holding out. 
With unbelievable skill the boy piloted us at breakneck 
speed through the western sector of Charlottenburg. 
Scarcely half an hour later our footsteps were echoing 
through the vast amphitheater of the Olympic Stadium. 
Not a soul was in sight. The wan moonlight lent the still 
undamaged building an eerie magic. We spent a 
few hours of the night with a small Hitler Youth unit in 
rooms at the western exit of the stadium and at first 
light set out from the Reich Sports Field towards the 
Havel bridges at Pichelsdorf. Our small group, 
strengthened by the addition of a few soldiers, was 
large enough for self-defense in an emergency. Colonel 
von Below had also joined us; he had left the Reich 
Chancellery some hours after us with a message for 
Field Marshal Keitel. 

Hitler Youth fighters, armed with antitank mortars, 
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were lying, singly or in pairs, scattered, among the 
trenches and foxholes in front of the Pichelsdorf 
Bridge, on both sides of the Heerstrasse. The light of 
dawn was already strong enough to reveal distinctly the 
dark silhouettes of heavy Russian tanks on the Heer- 
strasse, standing out from the murky background. They 
were about a kilometer away in the direction of the 
Heerstrasse station, and their guns were trained on the 
bridges. In groups of three we dashed, lungs bursting, 
across the long bridge and collapsed gasping on the 
other side, profoundly thankful for the protective slope 
of the road. 

A fighting group was holding out in the little wood 
alongside the road, and after a long search we found 
the comander, Obergebietsfiihrer (Chief Area 
Leader) Schliinder, in a timbershored dugout in the 
slope of a small hollow. After establishing our identi- 
ties, he told us about the fate of his troops: “When the 
fighting started here five days ago, we numbered about 
five thousand Hitler Youth. There were a few soldiers 
with us, but we faced impossible odds. The boys were 
equipped with nothing but their rifles and mortars; they 
were complete greenhorns, and in withering artillery 
fire, which they had never before experienced, they 
were rapidly decimated. No reserves or relief arrived to 
allow them to snatch even a brief spell of sleep.” We 
went Outside, and Schliinder added bitterly, “The worst 
time for my boys is at night,-when it’s quiet, having to 
listen to the desperate cries of women and girls over 
there.’ Schltinder seemed very perplexed and was obvi- 
ously racked by doubts, but nevertheless, Hitler’s or- 
ders kept him and his boys at their stations by the 
bridges. These murderous, criminal orders had pressed 
weapons into the hands of untrained children and 
thrown them to the mercy of forces whose crushing su- 
periority made their destruction a certainty. 

On May 1, shortly after midnight, we pushed off in a 
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collapsible canoe from the island that forms a small spit 
of land between the two arms of the Havel near Pi- 
chelsdorf. We were aiming for Wannsee Lake, about 10 
kilometers away, beyond Russian-occupied territory. 
According to our information of the previous day, a 
small German force of the Twentieth Motorized Infan- 
try Division was supposed to be still holding out there. 
I sat at the prow, ready to open up with my tommy 
gun; behind me were Lieutenant Colonel Weiss and 
then Bernd, who were both paddling. At first we elected 
to stay in midstream on the wide Havel, but when, as 
we drew level with the Kaiser Wilhelm monument, we 
caught sight of a Russian boat trap, we fled into the 
sheltering darkness of the west bank. The night was 
starlit and cool. Near Kladow we were so close to the 
shore that we could distinctly hear Russian voices, the 
deep throb of engines running and other clattering 
noises. We passed Schwanenwerder at about 2:45 A.M. 
The laughter and whooping of Russian officers drunk 
with victory rang out from the brightly lit villas. Just 
beyond Schwanenwerder our heavily laden canoe was 
nearly swamped by a stiff breeze that blew up from the 
Great Wannsee Lake. In the first light of May 1 we 
landed on the Wannsee peninsula opposite Schwanen- 
werder. On landing we were stunned to notice, some- 
what belatedly, a well-camoufiaged antitank gun trained 
on our boat. 

The group fighting here had already planned a 
breakout from their beleaguered position for the night 
of May 1, hoping to join up with Wenck’s army south 
of Potsdam. Reporting to the command post we were 
heartily welcomed by Major Meier, Zander and Lorenz, 
who had left the Reich Chancellery before us. They and 
Colonel von Below intended to land somewhere be- 
tween Kladow and Gatow and trek toward the west. 
We, however, joined the division, since our mission was 
clearly tied up with Wenck’s army. 
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The breakout was ill starred from the beginning. Dis- 
aster occurred at a six-foot tank barrier, where there 
was a viaduct leading to the bridge connecting Great 
and Little Wannsee. The bulk of the troops attempting 
the breakthrough were simply gunned down. Countless 
dead and wounded lay piled in great heaps in the 
confined space on and around the half-destroyed 
bridge. The few who got through to establish a bridge- 
head on the other wide were massacred in an immedi- 
ate Russian counter-attack. Lieutenant Colonel Weiss 
was captured. Bernd and I went to earth in a pine 
thicket. Before nightfall we had dug ourselves in with 
hands and feet into the loose forest soil and covered 
ourselves with dead leaves; our luck held, for the Rus- 
sians, despite scouring that stretch of woodland all day, 
failed to unearth us. 

At dawn on May 3 we took off our uniforms, 
exchanging them for old, torn civilian clothes. And 
then, on that same day, we heard that the battle for 
Berlin was over and that Hitler was dead. The news ob- 
viously relieved us of our mission, and so we set off 
right away to the southwest. Our immediate goal was 
the Elbe crossing at Wittenberg. The route we selected 
went through Teltow and then across the Army training 
grounds at Jiiterbog; we assumed that the Russians 
would prefer to concentrate on thickly populated cen- 
ters rather than deserted training ground. The stream of 
foreign workers we encountered straggling west gave us 
the idea of trying to pass ourselves off as workers from 
Luxembourg. We both spoke French well enough to 
feel reasonably safe in this role. 

About noon we had an extremely disconcerting expe- 
rience. Bernd and I were leaning over the parapet of a 
bridge across the Autobahn, running a professional eye 
over the Russian troops pouring in two endless columns 
along the highway toward the west. We were so deep in 
our conversation and in our thoughts that we did not 
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hear a Russian army truck pulling up directly behind 
us. An officer tapped me on the shoulder and, in bro- 
ken German, asked for directions. In even worse Ger- 
man, with a French accent, I gave him the information 
he required. We watched with relief as the truck lum- 
bered off. A greater shock was in store for us, however, 
for there, in the truck, with a dozen other captured 
German soldiers, sat Lieutenant Colonel Weiss, whom 
we had lost sight of in the breakout at Wannsee. 

The next day we arrived at the narrows of Blanken- 
see Lake and spent the night in a small hunting cabin. 
At about one in the morning we were awakened by a 
lot of shouting. Flashlights were shone into our eyes; 
rifles poked through the window panes pointed unmis- 
takably at us. A Russian patrol! But so well did we play 
our parts as homeward-bound foreign workers that 
after a short exchange the Russians moved on and left 
us in peace. 

The sun was already low in the sky, and we had just 
passed a deserted village on the Army training grounds 
at Jiiterbog when suddenly a Russian Army truck 
turned the commer and squealed to a halt in front of us. 
In a second, 2 dozen Russian soldiers with a commissar 
at their head had jumped down and surrounded us, the 
muzzles of their tommy guns covering us menacingly. 
Putting up a great show of indignation, we rejected all 
charges of being “Germanski soldier”; we swore vio- 
lently, with a flood of French expletives and much ges- 
ticulating, that we had nothing whatever to do with the 
Germanskis. They did not seem entirely convinced, 
however, for after an initial hesitation they began to 
“frisk” these “French civilians.” In the process they 
brought to light Army watches, rings, compasses, choc- 
olate, an amulet and, unfortunately, our General Staff 
maps! The evidence against us was overwhelming. The 
commissar waved the maps and compasses excitedly, 
repeatedly shouting, “Germanski soldier.” In the end he 
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abruptly told us to sit down, and we feared the worst. 
But we got off lightly because the commissar had his 
eye only on our boots! While one man was obeying his 
order to remove our footwear, a noisy squabble broke 
out among the rest of the squad for possession of our 
other effects. The quarrel became more and more 
heated, and luckily for us, the commissar himself got 
involved. We were completely forgotten in the fracas. 
At this point a pleasant-looking older Russian stepped 
up to us and motioned with his thumb. His meaning 
was unmistakable. We instantly took to our heels and in 
our stockinged feet made a silent escape around the 
nearest corner. 

The next day, near Marzahna, at a road sign saying 
WITTENBERG 18 KILOMETERS, we again ran straight into 
a Russian road check that was hidden around a blind 
bend. We were marshalled toward a group of sixty or 
seventy French, Dutch and Belgians and delivered with 
them to a transit camp for foreign workers, eight kilo- 
meters down the road. Ironically enough, fate had de- 
creed that all who styled themselves as Germans were 
being allowed by the Russians to go on their way scot 
free! 

Once in the camp we were registered and soon 
learned that we were to be transported to the west in 
American trucks. We preferred to decamp the same 
night and reached Wittenberg without further incident 
twenty-four hours later. We spent the next few days in 
vain attempts to cross the Elbe unobserved. We finally 
performed the crossing one misty morning, at a point 
some five kilometers downstream from Wittenberg. 
Eventually, we landed in a Russian encampment near 
Oranienbaum, in the area between the Elbe and the 
Mulde, once again unwilling guests of the Red Army. 
On another occasion, when we had almost brought off 
the swim across the Mulde, the current turned out to be 
too strong for me (I was weakened by ilimess at the 
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time), and we had to give up. Finally we succeeded at 
noon on May 11, north of Raguhn. Safe on the other 
side, we threw ourselves on the grass, exhausted but 
overjoyed; we were on American-occupied soil at last. 

The next morning at five o’clock Bernd and I sadly 
took leave of each other, he to push on south toward 
Leipzig, I to strike off north for Liibeck. In these past 
few weeks we had become firm friends, and now a terri- 
ble but unforgettable period of our lives was behind us. 

I had to trek for nearly two more weeks before the 
final homecoming to my wife and child at the end of 
May. Early in 1946 I was arrested by the British and 
went from an interrogation camp to an internment 


camp, where the first drafts of this account were writ- 
ten. 
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Epilogue 


A Last Echo 


Hitler's Death—The End in the Reich 
Chancellery—The Surrender of Berlin 


As I later learned, on April 29 and 30 the military 
situation in beleaguered Berlin deteriorated.* On the 
twenty-ninth General Weidling, commanding the 
defense of the city, again suggested to Hitler a con- 
certed effort to break through and join Wenck’s army at 
Potsdam. Once again Hitler refused. On April 30 be- 
tween 3 and 4 P.M., in his private suite in the Reich 
Chancellery bunker, Adolf Hitler shot himself. His 
wife, Eva Braun, ended her life at the same time by 
taking poison. The bodies were carried out, wrapped in 
blankets, to the Reich Chancellery garden, soaked in 
about fifty gallons of gasoline, and burned. 

Acting on Goebbels’ orders, General Krebs that 
night opened negotiations with the Red Army com- 
mander in Berlin, Marshal Zhukov, for a complete end 
to the fighting in the city. Though tedious and pro- 
tracted, the talks led to no positive result. 

It was not until exactly twenty-four hours after the 
event that Hitler’s successor designate, Admiral Donitz, 
was informed over the radio by Goebbels and Bormann 
of the Fiihrer’s death. Goebbels reached the end of the 
road when it was finally clear that the cease-fire nego- 

* Using historical documents, this chapter outlines the fate 
of people and Army groups mentioned earlier. 
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tiations had broker down. During the afternoon of May 
1 he poisoned his five children. A few hours later, be- 
tween 8 and 9 p.M., Goebbels and his wife had them- 
selves shot by an SS sentry in the garden. Goebbels’ 
adjutant, SS Hauptsturmfiihrer Schwagermann, was 
entrusted with the last duty of soaking their bodies in 
gasoline and setting fire to them. 

Meanwhile, preparations were being completed in 
the Reich Chancellery for the remaining personnel to 
make an all-out attempt to escape to the west, com- 
manded by Mohnke and Bormann. Toward 10 P.M. 
they struck out in three separate groups, proceeding by 
way of subway tunnels from the Wilhelmplatz to the 
Friedrichstrasse station-Weidendamm Bridge area, 
where the breakthrough was launched with tank sup- 
port. This concerted attempt failed; only a few strag- 
glers got through to the west. Bormann and Dr. Ludwig 
Stumpfegger, according to Axmann’s evidence (admit- 
tedly unconfirmed), are said to have been kilied.* The 
diplomat Hewel likewise died in the attempt. Mohnke 
remained in Russian captivity until 1956. Generals 
Krebs and Burgdorf both committed suicide. 

On the night of May 1 the commander in chief in 
Berlin, General Weidling, successfully negotiated sur- 
render terms with Marshal Zhukov for all troops 
fighting in the city. Immediately afterward Weidling 
was captured by the Russians and removed. This capitu- 
lation was supposed to bring about a complete armistice 
by May 2. General resistance certainly ceased, but 
there were still small groups fighting on without any 


* On January 8, 1973, Time magazine reported that, during 
some excavations in Berlin, workmen found two skulls, one of 
which had been tentatively identified as that of Dr. Ludwig 
Stumpfegger. Time reported: “As for the other skull, the teeth 
resemble those of the Nazi leader [Martin Bormann], and there 
is a deformation over the right eye, where Bormann had a scar. 
German officials promised to announce the results of their 
examinations in mid-January.” 


179 


unifying command. On May 2 and 3 several concerted 
efforts to break out were undertaken by various Army 
units, who would have done anything to avoid Russian 
captivity. By May 4 the cease-fire in Berlin was com- 
plete. 


The End of the Armed Forces High Command 
and of the Dénitz Government 


As we have already seen, the Armed Forces High 
Command had been transferred on April 22, 1945 to 
Krampnitz near Potsdam, but with the approach of 
Russian tanks these headquarters were abandoned the 
very next day, when the High Command moved on to 
Fiirstenberg, about 70 kilometers north of Berlin. Here, 
I later learned, a stand was made until April 29, when 
Russian troops were immediately outside Fiirstenberg. 
The next move was to Dobbin in South Mecklenburg. 
The High Command’s main concern from April 22 to 
May 1 was the relief of Berlin; Keitel and Jodl in par- 
ticular made great personal efforts to that end. During 
this time Keitel was almost constantly to be found at 
one or another of the command posts of the armies, 
Army corps and divisions that were earmarked for the 
relief. On May 1, by order of the new head of state, 
Admiral Donitz, the High Command was moved once 
again, this time via Wismar, to Plén in Holstein, where 
Donitz had set up his staff quarters. Then, when 
D6nitz moved the seat of his new government to Flens- 
burg-Miirwick, the High Command went with him. 

On May 2 Donitz initiated the first tentative discus- 
sions about a surrender in the North German area. Ad- 
miral Hans von Fredeburg and Field Marshal Bernard 
Montgomery were the negotiators. The first signature 
was set to a general surrender by Jodi on May 7 at 
2:41 A.M. in Rheims, at Eisenhower’s headquarters. 
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The cease-fire on all fronts was to run from midnight 
on May 9. 

In order to gain time, Admiral Dénitz deliberately— 
and to some extent successfully—tried to delay the con- 
clusion of the armistice and surrender agreement. His 
reasons were as follows: 


1. The withdrawal of troops and refugees from Cour- 
land and the Vistula delta was going ahead at full 
speed, using every available inch of shipboard space. It 
was important to gain time for this operation. 

2. It was equally important to play for time to facili- 
tate the retreat of Army Group Vistula in Mecklenburg. 
In their westward progress the two armies of this group, 
the Third Tank Army and the Twenty-first Army, were 
sweeping before them a vast flood of refugees from 
Pomerania, Mecklenburg and Stettin. When on May 5 
the British accepted the North German surrender from 
Donitz, the British and American forces stood along a 
line running from Ludwigslust through Schwerin to 
Wismar. Donitz tried to get as many refugees and troops 
behind this line as possible and had a large measure of 
success. 

3. A race for time was also going on in the case of 
the 1,200,000 strong Central Army Group under Field 
Marshat Schormer in Bohemia. The massed forces of 
the Fourth Tank Army, the Seventeenth Army and the 
First Tank Army still stood, on May 6, in the Riesenge- 
birge area, roughly on a line from G6rlitz to Glatz, west 
of Mahrisch, Ostrau and Briinn. The distance from the 
American front line, which had been pushed forward to 
a line Karlsbad-Pilsen-Passau, was, at some points, as 
much as 250 kilometers. On top of this came the Czech 
uprising in Bohemia and Moravia. The commander in 
chief of the Army group, Field Marshal F. Shomer 
(named in Hitler’s Testament as the new Chief of the 
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General Staff), abandoned his troops when their situa- 
tion was most desperate, to secure his own personal 
safety. 

On May 9, 1945, at 4 p.m. in Berlin-Karlshorst, the 
capitulation of all the German armed forces to the 
Allies was confirmed by the signatures of Field Marshal 
Keitel, Admiral von Friedeburg and General Stumpf. It 
came into effect immediately. 

On May 23, 1945, the members of DGnitz’s govern- 
ment, together with the Army staffs, were arrested and 
imprisoned. 

Field Marshal Keitel and Generals Jodl and Kalten- 
brunner were sentenced to death by the Allied Military 
Tribunal at Nuremberg and executed by hanging. 
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